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No, no, not whilst ^,^ ^^^ ^^ ^dd 
A sabre o'er the battle field ; 
Not till the last nx^i^»Q ^^^ g^, jj rest, 
And whiten on the xicxoiintain's crest 
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The tempest rolls its troubled tide^ 
Come one, come all, its shock to bide, 
Nor let the hall, or cottage home, 
Be deluged in its bloody foam. 
May want, and woe, and scorn, and hate, 
Be every recreant coward's fate ; 
May loves, and joys, and hopes be riven^ 
And on him rest the curse of Heaven. 

Shall fifee-bom spirits ever quail ? 

Shall swords of freemen ever fail ? 

Shall we, the champions of the free, 

Dare breathe the name of Slavery ? 
Let father's curse overtake the slave, 
Who will not grasp a freeman's glaive ; 
Let maiden hate — let mother shun, 
Disown, and blush for such a son. 



VICTOKY. 



When Victory fled from the crest of the Greek, 

She perched on the banner of Rome ; 
Resolved, while for freedom she fought, she would seek 

In no other nation a home. 
For centuries over that banner she spread 

Her wings, as its guardian to fame ; 
But at tyranny's rule away the bird fled, 

And left Rome's proud legions to shame. 
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O'er the wide world she hovered, disdaining to stay 

With a people who would not be free ; 
But o'er the wide world oppression held sway, 

Save in Biptain the Isla of the Sea. 
Here she rested her weary wing, never to roam, 

Except with our flag on the wave, 
Or our banner in battle, for this is her home, 

The home of the free and the brave. 

Not a proud pennant flies, not a flag leaves the strand, 

But o'er them she's seen to preside ; 
And darts from her sea-home, o'er many a land. 

Our armies in battle to guide. 
With a bough of green laurel, she flies o'er the field, 

And crowns each brave brow with a wreath, — 
She loves the bold spirit, that never will yield. 

And cheers him though sinking in death. 



THE EIFLES. 

Merrily now the bugle's sounding, 

Merrily 0, merrily 0, 
See the Rifles, deer-like, bounding. 

Forward they go, forward they go. 
Each gallant heart with ardour bumetb. 
And, fearless every danger spumeth. 
With their cheer, the wood's resounding, 

Merrily 0, merrily 0. 
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Throagh the forest mazes wending, 

Warily 0, warily ; 
True the ball each Rifle's sending, 

Dropping a foe, dropping a foe. 
'Tis quickly cleared, and forth they sally, 
With joyous shouts across the valley — 
Or the mountain side ascending, 

Cheerily 0, cheerily 0. 

Merry again the bugle's sounding. 

Merrily 0, merrily ; 
And each Rifle's heart's responding. 

Merrily 0, merrily 0. 
Quick on the centre now they rally. 
Their fire reserving for a volley — 
' 'Tis given, and forward fiercely bounding, 

Oracle the foe, grapple the foe. 



ROUSE, ROUSE, RIFLEMEN. 

Rouse, rouse. Riflemen, j&om your bivouac awake. 

Up, onward for freedom, your honor's at stake, 

It rests in your Rifles, your Chief leads the way ; 

Hurra for the battle, hurra boys, hurra. 

On, shoulder to shoulder, let your shout rend the sky. 

Let the fierce heart be seen in each bright flashing eye ; 

Let your tramp shake yon hill, that ere night shall give 

back 
In echoes, your songs from the merry bivouac ; 
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Where^the wine-cnp shall circle, and brave bosoms glow, 
And strong arms feel stronger to grapple the foe ; 
Where hand shall shake^ hand of the friend of tried 

worth, 
Who has battled for freedom, for home, and for hearth. 

Though round shots may rake us, and plough thro* the 

field, 
Though rockets may blaze, boys, we never will yield, 
Though bay'nets may glisten, still onward we'll tread, 
Or the last of the Rifles shall rest with the dead. 
Take aim, true and steady, be cdol till you close ; 
Draw the point to the breast as you rush on your foes. 
Strike home, quick recover to parry a thrust ; 
Or to bring down another proud foe to the dust. 
And at night, o'er the wine-cup, brave bosoms shall 

glow. 
And strong arms feel stronger to grapple the foe, 
And hand shall shake hand of the Mend of tried worth. 
Who has battled for freedom, for home, and for hearth. 



THEEE'S A GOOD TIME COMING, BOYS. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming, 
And to prevent a long delay. 

Be up and ready for the fray. 
And dare the foeman's coming. 
Let maiden curl the scornful lip. 

The hoar head point the finger. 
And may the frost of frenzy nip 

The coward who shall linger. 



WAR SONGS. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming, 
When we have gallant Riflemen 

To tread the hill top, guard each glen, 
To dare the foeman's coming. 
Fools cry peace, peace, when war is near, 

And would our good cause stifle. 
But peace alone's for them who bear 

The true and ready Rifle. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming, 
When all our ships are fully manned. 

And marshalled soldiers tread the strand. 
To dare the foeman's coming. 
Let demagogues defile their lips 

With franchise — rigfit of voting — 
Franchise of peace is in our ships. 

When in the Channel floating. 



MY FIRST STRIPE. 

The captain buys his company, 

The colonel buys his corps ; 
But neither half so proud as I, 

When my " first stripe" I wore. 
My first stripe — gad I I felt as though 

An inch I*d higher grown, 
With cap more careless on my brow, 

I thought the world my own. 
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I sought my father's fireside, 

He blessed his soldier boy, 
Methinks I see his look of pride, 

My mother's tear of joy. 
My young heart then, was bounding light. 

Nor care nor sorrow knew. 
Fancy, the future painted bright, 

The present happy flew. 

My dreams were glory ; battles won — 

The scouting party beat ; 
The post surprised ere rise of sun ; 

The masterly retreat. 
I felt the laurel on my brow, 

I knelt at honor's shrine, 
The aigulet, the plume of snow, 

The cross, and star were mine. 

I woke — ^but not to purchase fame, 

K fame be ever sold, 
My sabre, and an honest name, 

Are better far than gold. 
Dearer's the humble stripe to him, 

When merit gives the prize, 
Than honors paid for, these grow dim, 

Even in the wearer's eyes. 
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THE LiaHT BRiaADE AT BALACLAVA, 

From flank to flank the trumpets ring, 
And proad the Light Brigade advances, 

Back on the foe his shout they fling, 
As waving high each sahre glances. 

Proud of their strength, and proud to know 

Their deeds, that day, at Balaclava, 
Would he, hy wondering Mend and foe. 

Told on the Seine, and cm the Neva. 

In hush, in hrake, in glen, in glade. 
Behind the rocks, among the heather, 

On right and left, in ambuscade, 
By companies the Russians gather. 

In front come plunging shot and shell, 

In front an army's waiting ready, 
Yet on they ride, right true, and well, 

Their sole command, " No hurry," " Steady." 

With steady hand their steeds they guide, 
That knee to knee be locked when closing ; 

Now in their flanks the row'ls they hide. 
And rock-like fall on all opposing. 

Through guns, through squadrons, column deep ; 

On, onward still, through squares they're dashing. 
Overwhelming as the whirlwind's sweep. 

When oaks are bendiz^g, rifting, crashing. 
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The blast is spent — ^but fiercer now, 
Each red and reeking sabre's gleaimng, 

Each skilful thrust, each stalwart blow, 
Brings from the foe his life-blood streaming. 

No more they speed their onward way, 
In doads the foemen round are closing. 

In front, in rear, in close array, 

"Where'er, they turn a host's opposing. 

The trumpets ring— quick as the light. 

They cut their way through thronging masses. 

Who dare not bide their charging might. 
But open as each hero passes. 

Ride on I ride fast I ride as you may I 
Nor skill nor courage now's availing 

A hundred guns to check your way. 
The blazing^hell and grape shot's hailing. 

Ride on I ride fast I for lefb and right. 
Picked riflemen the hill tops cover ; 

And horse, who lately shunn'd the fight. 
Close on the rear in thousands hover. 

Ride on I — though now they check their speed. 
The withering cross-fire still is telling. 

And many a rider, many a steed, , 
The " list of casualties'* is swelling. 

Of that six hundred, few return. 

Yet all are shrined in Britain's story. 

And beacon-like their deeds shall bum 
Our children's light to fame and glory. 
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Send round the flagon, fill the can, 

And pledge, with three times three in chorus, 

" The Light Brigade and Cardigan," 

And shouting, shake the roof-tree o'er us. 



FRANCE HAS PLUMED HER EAGLE'S 

WING. 

France has plumed her eagle's wing, 

For peace, or war, now let her choose it ; 
Peace the sweets of life will bring, 

But war, bright glory, who'd refuse it ? — 
Not our soldiers, ever brave ; 

Nor our sailors, famed in story : 
All, alike would hail the grave. 

To add to dear old England's glory. 
Frenchmen never yet could stand, 

A boarding pike, or glitt'ring bay 'net. 
While our lads 
, Ne'er count the odds. 
But close in fight, and closing gain it. 

Cherbourg's but a braggart's boast. 

In war, her guns will say o'er ocean ; 
" Speed every French ship to the coast, 

<< For England's fleet is all in motion. 
" Press every sail, strain mast and spar^ ; 

" Within our range you safe may tarry, 
" Quick — quick, for those fierce British Tars, 

'* Like eagles swoop upon their quarry. 
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Frenchmen never yet could stand 

The boarding pike, or glittering bay'net, 

While our lads 

Ne'er count the odds, 
But close in fight, and closing gain it. 

France has plumed her eagle's wing, 

And while the British lion's sleeping, 
Insult in his face she'd fling — 

But, was he in our soldiers' keeping, 
She, again, should feel his tread. 

Triumphant over vales and mountains. 
But have Frenchmen ever said 

In war, they drank at England's fountains ? — 
No, for they'll not, dare not try, 

The boarding pike, or glitt'ring bay 'net, 
While our lads, 
Ne'er count the odds. 
But close in fight, and closing gain it. 



AETILLEEYMAN'S SONG— THE KING 

OF WEAPONS. 

Of weapons' Queen, let warriors sing 

But we will smg the praises 
Of him who reigns, a mighty King, 

Where'er the battle blazes. 
'Tis that great gun, whose dreaded noise, 

Can check the foe's advancing ; 
Now o'er them flaming shells can poise, 

Now send the round shots dancing. 



14 WAR SONGS. 

' So strike, brave Briton, each heart drain 
Of its best blood, and o'er the plain. 
Let it be shed like dew, or rain, 
To glad the thirsty earth. 

'< Hurra I bright queen — ^thou dost impart 
Fresh ardour to thy soldier's heart, 
And nerves his arm, to do his part, 
'Gainst the invading foe. 

* But, soldier, I will never be. 
An instrument of tyranny ; 

If he who wields me be not free» 
My heart of fire would burst : 

* My crown grow dim, were I but prest. 
Against a slave's, or tyrant's breast. 
The very " stock" on which I rest, 

Would suddenly decay. 

" Thou Briton's pride — ^my arm shall wreath 
Thee, fondly now, and fond in death 
This day 141 clasp thee on the heath, 
Should I fall in the strife. 



A SOLDIER'S LETTER. 

I'm lonely without thee. 

Thou joy of my life ; 
I'm anxious about thee, 

My own loving wife. 
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Love is fondly appealing 

To this heart of mine, 
And paints, in each feeling, 

The breathings of thine. 

To a bosom to rest on, 

Whilst ever we live ; 
A home — 'tis the best one 

A soldier c^ give. 
come — ^for I*m weary, 

To read IVe no mind ; 
Ev'n the fire-side's dreary, 

Thongh friends may be kind. 

We are happy together, 

Both sad when away ; 
Then let not the weather 

Prolong my love's stay. 
Fear not, though each breaker, 

With foam spreads the sea ; 
The hand of thy Maker 

Is stretched over thee. 



OLD ENGLAND'S BANNER 

The ensign nnfarl, let it float on the breeze, 
'Tis old England's banner of freedom we hail ; 

The envy of nations, far, far o*er the seas, 
And liberty round it is breathed in the gale. 
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'Tis the scourge of the tyrant, the hope of the slave, 
He gazes, he wonders, he feels that he's free ; 

He blesses the banner that liberty gave, 

And sings to his children, old England, of thee. 

It rules on the ocean — 'tis borne by the brave — 
From the mast-head 'twas never * hauled down by 
the foe ; 

And over each battle-field proud it shall wave. 
Till the sword of opprei^sion's a share for the plough. 

Then unfurl the flag, let it float on the breeze, 
^Tis old England's banner of freedom we hail ; 

The envy of nations, far, far o'er the seas. 
And liberty round it is breathed in the gale. 



SWEET NiaHTINGALE. 

Sweet Nightingale, thy plaintive note, 
In wailings swell thy trembling throat ; 
say, dost thou, despairing, wait, 
And mourn, like me, thy hapless mate ? 
Though hope has fled, thy faithful heart . 
Still prompts to try each tender part ; 
Awaking, nightly, wood and grove. 
With melting songs of woe and love. 

* As no line-of-battle ship has ever stmck her colours in fair 
fight, there is a tradition in the Navy, tiiat she must go down 
with her colours flying. 



\ 
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Thy feathered kindred all are gone, ' 
And lorn thou'lt seek the soathem zone ; 
But, happy bird, returning spring, 
To thee another mate will bring. 
While I, through life, heart-broken mourn. 
For war, fron^ me, my love has torn ; — 
The fight is won, and England 's free, 
And joy 'fi surrounding all, save me. 



THE FLAG THAT KULES THE WAVE 
—NAVAL SONG. 

Let nations join, but never they 

Shall rule the stormy brine, . 
Till the last gallant British tar. 

Beneath it shall recline. 
While ever vessel cleaves the wave, 

While surges lash the strand ; 
While o'er the deep wild tempests rave, 

ITiere England shall command. 

Her birth-right is the open sea. 

Her home, its billowy crest ; 
Where, like a favoured daughter, she 

Lies cradled on its breast. 
Then let them join, let nations come, 

The battle's shock we'll bide. 
And send them shrieking to their tomb, 

Beneath our own blue tide. 

B 



18 WAR SONGS. 

Till seas shall cease to ebb and flow, 

Till stars shall cease to shine ; 
Till man and maiden cease to woo, 

And seek the marriage shrine. 
Till beauty's smile shall cease to cheer 

The bosom of the brave ; 
Shall France and every nation fear 

The flag that rules the wave I 



BRITISH SAILORS AND STEAM. 

In reply to Prince De Joinville's celebrated letter. 

From the high wall of Paris her princes have spoken, ' 
In envy and hatred, old England of thee ; 

And say, too, that Steam Navigation has broken 
Thy rightful dominion, as queen o'er the sea. 

De Joinville, securely, may boast from his tower, 
But the proudest, the bravest of Frenchmen shall know, 

That Steam is the " right arm " of Great Britain's power, 
When the war-god, in anger, his trumpet shall blow. 

Let it sound o'er the deep, and again we will meet them, 

And gladly the order of Nelson obey. 
To " lay our ships 'long side the foe," and we'll beat them, 

Afloat on the ocean, or moored to the quay. 
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Do Frenchmen forget that, our chieftains inherit 
The skill and the dariii{^ of Nelson in fight ; 

That a thousand bold Cochranes with steamen would 
ferret 
Their harbours, and *' cut out " their vMsels at night. 

Haply, ere long, when the young Prince reposes. 
Securely at anchor, with fame for his dream, 

He may wake to the .fate of the convoy at Rosas,* 
And bitterly curse British Sailors and Steam. 



CAEDIGAN TO THE LIGHT BRIGADE. 

Comrades, cheer, the order 's given, 
The foe must from yon post be driven ; 
And though ten thousand sabres flash. 
And rifles ring, and cannons crash, 

We'll show how Britons fight. 
Mount, Chieftains, mount, lead on your men. 
And Russia soon shall hear again 
Our gallant fellows joyous shouting, 
As they her choicest troops are routing. 

Away — away— ^ 
'Tis worth a life, as chief, to guide 
Such spirits as they onward ride, 

To try the battle's might. 

* Five armed vessels, one mounting sixteen guns, with seven 
others, though moored close under the batteries, were gallantly 
" cut out *' by the boats of the Tigre, &c., commanded by Lieut. 
TaUour.— 31«« October 1809. 
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Firm, and fiercely, grasp jour steely 
And ply your chargers with the heel. 
Till, maddened by the iron, they 
Dash wild and headlong in the fray. 

Though girth-deep red, you wade. 
Strike, strike, as if each arm alone 
Was the defence of England's throne ; 
As if each blade conferred upon her 
The brightest wreath of fame and honour. 

Away — away — 
And wondering nations, who look on, 
Will point and say of each — " There's one 

Of Britain's Light Brigade." 



IMPEOMPTU. 

may my graye 
Be with the brave, 

Upon the battle plain ; 

A cloak, my shroud, 

And requiems loud 
The thundering cannon's strain. 

Let o'er my head, 

No prayer be said. 
But the victor's wildest cheer. 

When this is o'er, 

1 ask no more 

Than a comrade's silent tear. 
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HYMN BEFORE BATTLE (Evening), 

Comrades, rouiid us night is closing, 

See 1 yon star illumes the west, 
Emblem of that hope, reposing 

Calmly in the soldier's breast. 

For we trust in 

Ood, who bows the foeman's orest. 

fiear us, thou great God of armies, 

Listen to a soldier^s prayer. 
With thy strength to-morrow arm us, 

Make our cause thy special care ; 
Then shall foemen 
Enow thy venging sword is near. 

With thy power, Lord, protect us. 
Guard our dear ones and our Isle ; 

In the coming fight direct us. 
Crown us, Lord, with victory's smile. 
Cheerful in thee. 

We will meet the coming toil. 

Fearless, he, whose heart 's relying. 

Lord, upon thy strength alone ; 
He dreads not the hour of dying, 

'Tis the portal to thy throne. 
G^ of battle. 
We thy power almighty own. 
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BATTLE AlilTHEM. 

Air. — National Anthem. 

Britons, the battle 's near, 
But let no bosom fear, 

Sons of the free. 
The God of Armies fights 
For us, and freedom's rights^ 
His glory ever lights 

To Hberty. 

Freedom by God was given, 
Freedom 's the light from Heaven 

Blessing our land. 
Then whilst his breath each draws^ 
Strike in her hallowed cause ; 
Strike for our queen and laws, 

With heart and hand. 

Loudly let every tongue. 
Praise God with joyful song, 

And heartfelt prayer. 
Trust in His mighty power. 
Who, in the trying hour, 
Can make those foemen cower. 

Their bravest fear. 

Sons of the free and brave, 
Far better glory's grave, 
Than serve and live. 
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Blest shall his memory be, 
Who &lls for jSferty, 
On then, and yiotory, 

Just Heaven will give. 



A SOLDIEE'S LETTER. 

My dear wife, with what joy I write, 
After this day's furious fight, 

To say that I am well. 
For ah 1 I know thy anxious heart, 
Would at the sound of victory start, 

As if it were my knell. 

But thanks to that all-ruling Power, 
Which kept rae in the, trying hour ; 

And soon, my life, once more, 
I'll clasp thee to this longing breast, 
Where often thou hast sunk to rest. 

When daily toil was o'er. 

Then, shall affection's fond embrace, 
On memory scarcely leave a trace. 

Of troubles that are past. 
And down the vale of life we'll glide. 
And ebb away, like summer tide. 

Serenely to the last. 

Each darling chemb fondly kiss, 
And, nightly, as their cheeks you press, 
0, teach them to revere 
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That Arm, which in the battle fields 
Their father did proteil and shield. 
From foeman's sword and spear. 

Adieu, my life, and may this find 
You, in serene and happy mind, 

And they, in joyous mood. 
And when their little minds expand. 
May we teach them to understand, 

And choose the path that's good. 



BATTLE ANTHEM, 

Soldiers of England, cheer. 

And let each arm be strong ; 
From every bodom banish fear, 

Though thick the foemen throng. 
Though far outnumbered, we 

Trust in that mighty Power, 
Who strengthens every feeble knee, 

In battle's trying hour. 

Then, comrades, boldly go> 

And mingle in the fight ; 
And God the victory will bestow. 

For England's cause is right. 
Rai^ high the battle cheer. 

And let each arm be strong ; 
From every bosom banish fear, 

Though thick the foemen throng. 
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YES, I WILL ♦TAKE TfflS ROSE, 

MY LOVE. 

1 

Yes, I will take this rose, my love, 

And place it near my heart ; 
And think not that I false will prove, 

Although we now must part. 
Though I must join in glory's strife^ 

Though fame her joys impart ; 
Though honour's dear as light and life, 

Thou still shalt have my heart. 

My Mary would a coward spurn. 

And think of him in hate ; 
She'd rather single live, and mourn 

A patriot lover's fate. 
Let what e*er will my life control, 

Till I to thee return ; 
•Thou art the magnet of my 80ul> t. 

To thee 'twill always turn. 



THEKE IS NOTHINa LIKE 
CAMPAIGNING. 

There 's pleasure 'mid the forest hrake^ 
When gipsying with the lasses ; 

And when the friendly hand we shake, 
Ahove the brimming glasses. 
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But drum and trumpet wake a thrill, 

The very soul encbaining ; 
We love the dears — good wine— but still, 

There's nothing like campaigning. 

When marching out, though bleak the way, 

And wet, and worn, and weary. 
The bugle's note — a comrade's lay — 

Keep all hearts light and cheery. 
The loyal soldier feels a thrill, 

The very soul enchaining ; 
The home he's left is dear — but still, 

There's nothing like campaigning. 

Though high the wall, and deep the foss, 

And odds against us turning ; 
Hope points to the Victoria cross. 

And sets each bosom burning. 
At home to wear it I wakes a thrill, 

The very soul enchaining; 
We love the dears — our homes — ^but still, 

There's nothing like campaigning. 



A SOLDIEE 'S LIFE'S THE LIFE FOR ME. 

A soldier's life 's the life for me. 

The tented field, and all that. 
Where comrades round sing merrily 

And crack their jokes, and all that. 
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And all that, and all that, 

Tis glory's field, and all that, 
At England's call we hleed or fall. 
And beat our foes, and all that. 

What though the ground's our only bed, 

'Mid snow, and rain, and all that. 
And lightnings play around the head, 

'Tis glory's field, for all that. 
For all that, and all that. 

With scanty fare, and all that. 
Old England free we ne'er repine, 

Our hearts are light, for all that. 

All nations say we bear the bell. 

For drinking wine, and all that. 
But none of them could ever tell 

They saw our backs, for all that. 
For all that, and all that, 

We lore our glass, and all that, 
But we love more to meet the foe. 

With gleaming steel and all that. 



COME QUICKLY PASS. 

Come, quickly pass 

The sparkling glass. 
Nor mind though 'tis the last, boys ; 

A soldier ne'er 

Should know dull care. 
Nor think of pleasures past, boys. 
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With morning's light 

We'U join in fight, 
Where front to front 's opposing ; 
i And where 's the foe. 

When weapons glow, 
Can stand a Briton's closing ? 

So let the glass 

Now quickly pass, 
We've pleasure brighter far, boys ; 

To mingle in 

The battle's din. 
And all the scenes of war, boys. 

• 

While others quaff 
Their wine, and laugh. 

They think not of the tameness 
Of their dull lives, 
And though each strives 

At life, lis all a sameness. 
Wine may impart 
To each cold heart. 

One ray to soothe its sadness. 
And for awhile 
Dull care beguile. 

And wake the song of gladness ; 
But when the mom 
These joys hare shorn. 

They cannot count the pleasure, ' 
Which soldiers feel. 
When hill and dale. 

Wake to the gun's glad measure. 
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It sounds — away— 

Oh 1 who would stay? — • 
E'en wine itself grows darkling, 

When on the heath, 

Forth from the sheath ; 
The glowing steel comes sparkling. 

And when we know 

That brave 's the foe, 
Determined, too, on fighting, 

Can life fill up 

In pleasure's cup 
A joy that 's so exciting ? 

No, yo, — ^ihe glass 

Then quickly pass, 
Three cheers — and now we go, boys, 

To mingle in 

The battle's din 
To meet, and beat, the foe, boys. 



MY CHEEISHED BLADE. 

My cherished blade, no spot shall stain thee. 
Defeat has never dimm'd thy gleam ; 

No coward's hand shall e'er retain thee, 
His heart hails not thy gladdening beam. 

The brave, alone, are they who feel 
A love for thee, my cherished steel ; 

'Tis they alone who ever know> 
The charm that's in the sabre's glow. 
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Within thy scabbard, now, I place thee, 
And there, till mom, securely rest ; 

When the proud foeman's blood shall grace thee, 
And vict'ry crown thy glitt'ring crest. 

The brave, alone, are they who feel 
A love for thee, my cherished steel ; 

Ti3 they alone who ever know, 

The charm that 's in the sabre's glow. 



WHEN BY THE WATCHFIKE 
SLUMBERIN&. 

When by the watchfire slumb'ring, 

My Mary's spirit came 
In robes of heavenly brightness. 

And soft she breathed my name. 
Her wonted kiss she gave me, 

In token of her love ; 
And pointing upward, smiling, said, 

" We'll soon embrace above." 

" Dread not the coming fight, love. 

Dread not the foeman's spear, 
" Dread not the bullet's flight, love, 

Thy guardian angel *s near. 
" And / am ever near, love. 

To bear thy soul away, 
" Swift on the bright sun's mid-day beam. 

To love and endless day. 
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That night was worth a thousand 

Long years of earthly bliss, 
I feel my lip still burning, 

With that sweet hallow'd kiss. 
I still feel on my bosom, 

Her snowy temple rest. 
And hear her last kind cheering word, 

" The brave are ever blest." 

• 

Mom came — the battle round me, 

In all its terrors raged. 
And death I fondly courted, 

Where man and man engaged. 
'Twas vain — ^but, still that vision. 

My drooping heart shall cheer ; 
It soothes the cares of life to know, 

Her spirit *s ever near. 



EETUKNED FROM WAR 

Returned from war. 

With many a scar. 
Three soldiers met together, 

A Catholic one, 

A Churchman one, 
A Wesleyan the other. 

Says he of Rome, 

I'm quite at home 
With churchman and dissenter. 
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Nor ask them why, 

They do not try, 
The same way heaven to enter. 
0, the soldier, the hrave, true hearted soldier, 

Asks no creeds. 

But drinks or hleeds. 
With every comrade soldier. 

The Churchman said. 

Though I was hred 
To think all Rome in error. 

Yet friendship rests 

In their brave breasts, 
As true 's in any other, 

Tes, / have found 

It, so abound,^ 
So pure, so bright, so sparkling, 

A beauteous ray. 

Of gladsome day, 
When clouds of life were darkling. 
0, the soldier, the brave true hearted soldier, 

Asks no creeds. 

But drinks or bleeds. 
With every comrade soldier. 

The Wesleyan said. 

And I have bled 
With Churchman, too, and Roman, 

And ever knew 

Them friends, and true. 
And always beat the foeman. 



f 
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. And yrhea the brave 

Sink to the grave, 
Their spirits, bright and sparkling, 

In fonder love^ 

Shall meet above, 
Where nothing ronnd id darkling ; 
O, th^ soldier* the brave, true hearted soldier, 

Asks no creeds. 

But drinks or bleeds, 
With every comrade soldier. 



HUKRA I HURRA ! MY STEED. * 

" Hnrra 1 hnrra I my gallant steed, 

Once more Vm on thy back, 
To charge the foe at topmost speed, 

Or follow in his track. 
Or follow in his track, my steed. 

Like bloodhounds in the chase, 
Till his best blood, a crimson flood, 

My gleaming steel shall grace.*' 

" And welcome thotf, my master, dear. 

The greatest joy I know, 
Is when the trumpet's sound I hear, 

When shouts the freeman's foe. 
When shouts the freeman's foe, and when 

We follow in his track ; 

When he shall yield, and from the field, 

I proudly bear thee back/' 
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"Hurra! my steed — away — away — 

The glad'ning trampets ring. 
Back on the foe with snort, and neigb, 

His bold defiance fling. 
His bold defiance fling — and dash 

Like L'ght'ning o'er the lea, 
Now, now they reel beneath the steel. 

That heralds — ^victory." 



THE BKITISH SOLDIER. 

Health to the soldier — England's boast) 

Her pride, her hope, her stay ; 
When traitor hands their banner hoist^ 

Or foes stand in array. 
From them the soldier never turns. 

But feels a fierce delight ; 
A glow within, that brighter bums 

To try the battle's might 

The stem dark frown, the daring eye, 

Bespeaks the haughty soul ; 
That will not yield, that will not fly. 

That foe can ne'er control. 
There's bold defiance in his tread. 

There's victory on his brow ; 
His strong arm bows the foeman*s head. 

There's death in every blow. 
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Health to our soldiers — brave and free, 

No tyrant rule they own ; 
But aU, with willing hearts, obey, 

Th'e 'bests of England's throne. 
And why ? the light of freedom's there, i 

And whilst her ray shall shine, 
The soldier's arm the sword shall bear, 
. Which guards her hallowed shrine. 



SAY COMEADE WHY THAT SILENT 

TEAR. 

Say comrade, why that silent tear, 

And why that struggling sigh ? 
Think'st thou the hand of death I fear ? 

A soldier thus should die. 
'Tis not in vain that I have bled. 

Our banner proudly waves on high ; 
And who would wish a dying bed, 

Except in victory ? 

Ere yon bright sun has reached the west. 

Life's campaign will be o'er ; 
My " route " is signed, and I shall rest 

On yon bright, happy shore. 
Ere this, it would have upwards soared, 

But waits to make this last request, 
Bear to my boy this trusty sword, 

A soldier's sole bequest. 
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Say that his sire, for freedom, joined 

In many a bloody strife. 
That freedom's cause he ne'er resigned. 

But when he yielded life. 
If he reveres his father's shade, 

His father's sword he will gird on, 
Nor dare to sheath the glitt'ring blade. 

Till freedom's cause is won. 



THE HUSSAR 

Oh^ love is the soul of the dashing Hussar, 
He dearly loves woman, and dearly loves war, 

With his carbine so true, and his sabre so keen. 
He ne'er marches into a village or town. 
But the dear lovely creatures put on their best gown ; 
And when marching out, the last kiss, and good-bye, 
Brings the crystal tear-drop in each pretty blue eye, 

For the dashing hussar, with his sabre so keen. 

From their bivouac slumbers no soldiers ere rose, 
With hearts half so light, to meet their proud foes, 

As the gallant hussars, with their sabres so keen. 
They welcome the wild day of battle, and mount. 
Then swift as the whirlwind dash on to the front. 
In skirmishing order, the foeman to check ; 
Or charge line, or oolumn, 'tis little they reck, 

With their carbines so true, and their sabres so keen. 

Who so swift in pursuit, when a column is broke. 
And whose arm can strike with a more deadly stroke. 
Than the gallant hassaxB, with their sabres so keen ? 
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On picqnet, at night, who so watchful ai tuw/i 
Who 80 warily patrols along the lone way ? 
Surprising the foeman, who never can know, 
On which flank to look for his vigilant foe, 
With his carbine so true, and his sabre so keen. 

Then pledge, in a bumper, the gallant hussar, 
Unrivalled in love, as he's unmatched in war, 

With his carbine so true, and his sabre so keen. 
As true as his sabre, the throne to defend. 
Is the gallant hussar, to each comrade and friend. 
And old England free, not a care does he know. 
But how he may come within reach of the foe. 

With his carbine so true, and his sabre so keen. 



A HORSEMAN BRAVE, A GUNNER TRUE. 

A Horseman brave» a Gunner true, 

A Guardsman, and a Grenadier, 
In Dublin met, all merry boys. 

And ale and whisky was their cheer. 

We'll merry be, we'll merry be. 

There's still another jug in store ; 
Though the drums may beat, we'll not retreat 

Till we have pledged each other's corps. 

So here's to every Gunner true. 
Who guides the mighty " King of War,'* 

And sends the shells and round shot, through 
The foeman's column, line, and square. 
Well merry be, &c. 
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Here's to the Guards and gallant Line, 
Our hope and main stay in the fight, 

Who wade the foss, and storm the breach. 
Or escalade the wall at night. 
We'll merry be, &c. 

And, Here's to every Horseman brave. 
Who grasps with joy his glittering blade, 

Resolved to fill a hero's grave, 

Or through the strife to victory wade. 
We'll merry be, &c. 



HAVELOCK'S MAKCH. 

^^ Brave Soldiers of Britain," thus Havelock siud, 
<< Our Comrades in Lucknow have sent here for aid, 
*^ And we must relieve them ere three days are o'er, 
" Or their red blood will run as it did at Cawnpore. 
" Up, up, and away, what Briton would stay, 
'* When honour and duty shall call him away. 
" Up, up, and away, for battle or fray, 
** Though ten times our number should stand in the 
way. 

'* Though deep be the Ganges, and swift be its flow, 
^^ Though few be our numbers, and many the foe. 
'^ Though the country be up, it shall never be said, 
" That Britons have turned, so right onward we'll tread." 
Up, up, and away, what Briton would stay, 
When honour and duty shall call him away. 
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. up, up, and away, for battle and fray, 
Though ten times our number should stand in the 
way. 

And red was their path with the blood of the foe, 

Frorn the Ganges right on to the gatds of'Lucknow. 

In many a battle, in many a fray, 

BravQ Havelock conquered, but never gave way. 
Up, up, and away, what Briton would stay. 
When honour and duty should call him away. 
Up, up, and away, for battle or fray, 
Though ten times our number should stand in the 
way. 



MY COUNTKY, OFT FOR THEE 
rVE BLED. 

My Country, oft for thee I've bled, 

And art thou so unkind. 
That IVe not where to lay my head. 

No shelter from the wind ? 

The snow is drifting o'er the heath. 
And ere its bounds IVe passed. 

Perhaps, kind death, in snowy wreath. 
Will shield me from the blast. 

Would I had fallen amid the strife, 

When grappling with the foe, 
, 'Twere better, far, than yielding life, 
Beneath a wreath of snow. 
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Though cold these limbs, my bosom glows. 
Dear England, at thy name ; 

'Tis joy to know thy baagbty foes, 
Ne'er dimmed thy soldier^s fame. 

They ne'er insulting trode the hills. 
Or reaped thy waving corn ; 

Their taunting lips ne'er kissed thy rills. 
Nor thy fair maids in scorn. 

The prime of manhood, prime of youth, 

I've spent in serving thee ; 
But all my ills this thought will soothe, 

I leave thee great and free. 



THE FIELD. 



The Field, the field, the tented field, 

I ne'er yet trod 

The reeking sod, 
But foes were made to yield. 
The sun, all rcQly, seeks the west, 
And darkness leaves, and with it rest ; 
But when the mom again shall wake, 
The guns shall hill and mountain shake. 
Their tunes I love, I love to hear 
The battle's din, the noise of war ; 
The bursting shell, and the ringing steel. 
And chargers urged by the iron heel, 
And the gladdening shout at the close of day, 
The shout, the shout of victory. 
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The night was dark, the moon ahashed, 

Her face did shroud 

In darkening clond, 
The guns so fearful flashed. 
The leaguered town was girt with steel, 
Her lofty towers did rock and reel, 
Her battered walls in fragments fell, 
The foemen raised their maddening yell. 
The stormers, shouting, rent the air, 
As o'er their heads the fire balls glare ; 
The round shot whistled, and echoing rolled 
The noise, like thunder uncontrolled. 
Such was the tumult and the strife, 
When I began a soldier's life. 

Since then Old England I have served, 

In peace and war, 

Climes near and far, 
Nor once in duty swerved. 
In many a fight this trusty blade, 
Has stretched the foeman on the glade : 
And to-morrow's sun, I ween, shall see 
It strike as true for liberty. 
Without he's free, who cares for life ? 
The slave alone would shun the strife. 
Who falls for freedom shall live in fame, 
And glory's wreath shall twine his name. 
While from the earth his blood shall rise, 
A grateful incense to the skies. 
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YE TEUE HEAETED BEITONS ALL. 

Ye true-hearted Britons all, give a cheer, give a cheer, 
Ye true-hearted Britons all, give a cheer. 
Ye true-hearted Britons all. 
Though France has built her wall. 
She'll but herself enthrall, 
Never fear. 

Of Cherbourg France may boast, so she may, so she may, 
Of Cherbourg France may boast, so she may, 
Of Cherbourg France may boast, 
"lis a refuge on her coast. 
When her fleet, lest it be lost. 
Runs away. 

France boasts she's strong and great, so she may, so she 
may, 
France boasts she's strong and great, so she may, 
France boasts she's strong and great. 
But our sailors took her fleet, 
And hope again to meet 
On^he sea. 

Our soldiers beat the French out of Spain, out of Spain, 
Our soldiers beat the French out of Spain, 
Our soldiers beat the French, 
And Napoleon's Star did quench. 
When the blood of France did drench 
The Belgic plain. 
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And should war be declared, as it may, as it may, 
And should war be declared, as it may, 
And should war be declared, 
Old England is prepared, 
And every arm is bared 
For the fray. 
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MY HEAKT IS CAMPAIGNING. 

My heart is campaigning, my heart is not here, 
E'en sleeping, I'm dreaming of sabre and spear, 
The gleam of the bay'net, the shout of the foe — 
My heart is campaigning wherever I go. 

The camp was my cradle, I first drew my breath 
When the war-cry of Britons was * freedom or death,' 
When they hurled destruction upon the proud foe — 
My heart is campaigning wherever I go. 

My father fell fighting in liberty's cause ; 
My brave brothers fell in defence of (tur laws : 
To Venge them my sabre shall fall on the foe — 
My heart is campaigning wherever I go. 

My heart is campaigning, my heart is not here. 
E'en sleeping I'm dreaming of sabre and spear, 
The gleam of the bay'net, the shout of the foe — 
My heart is campaigning wherever I go. 
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THE SENTINEL. 

When marching on my weary way, 
Or from the camp I careless stray ; 
Or sail upon the distant tide, 
Thy form, dear maid, is by my side. 
But no times ever pass so sweet, 
No moments glide away so fleet. 
As when, upon the embattled wall, 
I lonely walk as sentinel. 

Heed not when rival suitors say, 
** No soldier loves when far away ;" 
For though our eyes o'er beauty roam, 
The brave heart never finds a home, 
Except with her, his soul's delight, 
His joy by day, his dream by night ; 
His thought — ^that binds him as a spell. 
When lone he walks as sentinel. 



WHAT .! SOLDIEKS NEVEE WISH TO 

DIE?* 

What ! soldiers never wish to die 

Upon the battle field. 
But on a couch of down to lie. 

And there their spirits yield ? 
A soldier asks no laurel wreath 

To twine his humble name. 
No deed in battle sealed by death. 

To wake the trump of hme ! 

» Written in answer to " O, 'tas not on the Battle Field." 
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Did Abererombie wish to die, 

Save on the hostile heath ? 
Did Wolfe, or Moore, or Picton sigh, 

When grappling there with death ? 
Would Shaws, the hnmble guardsman's name, 

On fame's bright page appear, ' 

Had he, a spirit breathed so tame, 

As shunn'd a gory bier ? 

No I soldiers hail the hostile heath 

With joy, without a gloom, 
For deeds in battle, sealed by death, 

They know will brighter bloom. 
When those, who're living now, are gone. 

And others upwards sprung, 
The soldier knows by sire and son, 

His praises will be sung. 



THE SOLDIEKS EEPLY TO THE 
POLITICAL DEMAGOGUE. 

Arch traitor I thinkest thou the brave 

Will join thee in thy treason ? 
Go to thy peers, base, hireling slave, 

Ev'n they will doubt thy reason. 
Believe me, eaeh seductive art 

But strengthens our allegiance. 
And bares each arm to do its part. 

To give* the laws obedience. 
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But coward thou wouldst guide , 
The thoughtless' to the river. 

Nor dare the bloody tide, 
But let them sink for ever. 

Lives, there a soldier in the land. 

So dead to patriot feeling, 
Who does not spurn thy proffered hand, 
. Thy vain, thy false appealing ? • 
We scorn thy praise, thy cause despise* 

Thy very name's dishonor. 
And Erin's greatest evil lies 
In thee, the treacherous donor. 
Beware the traitor's fate. 

The law may yet o'erreach thee ; 
Learn wisdom, ere too late, 

Or we^ perhaps, may teach thee. 



KEMEMBEK THEE I YES, 

Remember thee ! yes, can a soldier forget 
The land where his eye the bright sunbeams first met ? 
Thy name, my loved country, like some hallowed charm, 
Gives life to his heart and fresh strength to his arm. 

The arm of my strength shall be thine whilst I live, 
And in thy hallowed service, oh, who would not give 
The last dro^ of his life's blood, to keep thee unchsdned, 
Thy honor unsullied, thy glory unstained ? 

* The BdeUty of the soldiers was tampered m4h. 
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Thou birth place of liberty, home of the free, 
Enthroned on the blue wave as queen o'er the sea ; 
O'er whose spacious bosom thy flag" is unfurled, 
As the beacon of freedom, a light to the world. 



THE CKOSS OF VALOUR. 

We are honoured when a belted knight, 

Or noble, is our guest ; 
But honoured more, when, on our right. 

We welcome to our feast — 
A guest, who wears the proudest badge, 

That monarch ever gave, 
That marks a man, 'mong gallant men, 

The bravest of the brave. 

Though humble may have been his birth. 

He stands ennobled now. 
The Cross of Valour decks his breast. 

The laurel shades his brow ; 
And freeborn men their homage pay. 

And maids their favours wave, 
And mothers bring their sons to][see 

The bravest of the brave. 
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THE LANCER. 



Hurra, for the lancer, his eye sparkles hright, 

When the foeman appears on the field, 
His bosom swells high as he rushes to fight, 

To conquer, but never to yield. 
The flag that waves o*er him has often been dyed 

In the purple life-stream of the foe, 
Nor long be the time, boys, when we from his side, 

Will again make that purple stream flow. 

Hurra, for the lancer, &c. 

When dispersed in pursuit, with his glittering spear. 

Horse and footman he strikes to the ground ; 
On, on still he rushes, nor checks his career, 

Till he hears the " Recall" trumpet sound ; 
Unrivalled in battle, his heart knows no care, 

If his own native island be free, 
Ue is reckless of life» as he's fond of the fair, 

And in friendship, none truer can be. 

Hurra, for the lancer, &c. 



I JOINED THE RANKS IN LIFE'S GLAD 

MORNING. 

I joined the ranks in life's glad morning, 
When bright hope illumed my brow, 

When my light heart, all dangers scorning, 
Burned to grapple with the foe ; 
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Then, and in manhood's might, 

I have marched to the fight, 
With Lusitania and itkdignant Spain ; 

With them we drove the Gaul, 

Back o*er his mountain wall. 

And though his eagle flew 

Once more at Waterloo, 
Britons trailed his crouching crest along the plain. 

Though gray hair now my hrow is shading, 

Still I feel my bosom glow 
With a flame, bright and unfading, 

As when first I met the foe. 

Nor does my bosom mourn, 

Nor wish for youth's return. 
Or manhood's pleasures, prime, or strength, or beauty. 

Reflection on the past. 

No darkling clouds o'ercast. 

But wakes sweet pleasures thrill. 

Cheering life's downward hill. 
And tells me that Fve truly done my duty. 



DEAREST, 'TIS A SOLDIER'S DUTY. 

Dearest, 'tis a soldier's duty, 
Calls me from thy maiden beauty. 
See — the sacred ensign's flowing, 
Hark — the trumpet's loxxdl'j \AW\\v^> 
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" One fond kiss, and then we part, love," 
But while life shall wake this heart, love, 
ril be constant, thine forever, 
Death alone our love shall sever. 

These bright eyes, where true love beameth, 
Charm as when the sabre gleameth, 
Now^ love all the soul is stealing, 
Therij war wakes a rougher feeling, 
Hostile front to front opposeth. 
Hand to hand in battle closeth, 
Glory, honor, fame, and duty. 
Call me from thy maiden beauty. 

By those vows so fondly plighted, 
When the moon our path has lighted. 
By thine heart so fondly beating 
'Gainst this breast, each throb repeating. 
By the love thou hast imparted. 
And these tears, at parting started, 
111 be constant, thine forever. 
Death alone our love shall sever. 



BRITAIN'S QUEEK 

To Britain's queen a round, boys, 

With three times three, with three times three. 
And make the roof resound, boys. 

With shouts of glee, with shouts of glee. 
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By each bright glass overflowing, 

This night we'll see, this night we*ll see 
How British hearts are glowing, 

With loyalty, with loyalty ; 
Ne'er mind, though Whig or Tory, 

Our hands well join, our hands we'll join. 
Let youth, and heads all hoary, 

Drink Britain's queen, drink Britain's queen. 

The German, Gaul, and Roman, 

Alike disdain, alike disdain, 
To have a lovely woman, 

O'er them to reign, o'er them to reign. 
And why ? they'd ne'er such beauty. 

Adorned with smiles, adorned with smiles, 
To bind men to their duty. 

As in our isles, as in our isles. 
Then to our queen a round, boys. 

For here alone, for here alone, 
Are women to be found, boys. 

To grace a throne, to grace a throne. 



THE HEKO AND SAGE. 

The sword and the helm of the hero may rust, 
His last resting place be unknown ; 

The statue, and column, may crumble to dust, 
Or by some ruthless handYye o^^T^T^ftxi. 
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All may be forgotten, yet Wellington's claims 

Shall live in the breasts of the brave ; 
While a Briton shall stand on the banks of the Thames, 

Or drink in its silvery wave. 

For Napier, and Siborne, have twined ronnd his name, 

A laurel that never shall fade ; 
And the berries, half hid, are their records of fjame, 

And shall grow with the wreath they have made. 
Then drink to the hero, and drink to the sage, 

We'll pledge them in sparkling champagne ; 
And may neither be wanting, when we shall engage, 

To direct, or record, a campaign. 



THE BARRACK ROOM. 

Whenever memory calls her roll. 

Scenes through the vistas loom ; 
While in the front-rank, bright and clear, 

Appears the barrack room. 
Though forty years have passed away, 

And / through every grade ; 
And now commissioned — still those scenes. 

Throw all else in the shade. 

Untrammelled friendship's proffered hand — 

The rough, warm, open hearl; ; 
Are ever to be met with there, 

With neither form nor art. 
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The ready help in time of need, 
The purse, though light, is shared ; 

Nor is the widow left to plead. 
This sting, her heart is spared. 

Now fun and frolic hold their reign, 

Now wit some wight derides ; 
Now jokes are passed from berth to berth, 

** Till laughter holds his sides." 
Dull melancholy's chased away. 

Nor sorrow dares look in ; 
Ev*n murmur's hushed in ridicule, 

Or drowned in boisterous din. 

Be happy, all, my comrades still 

In heart, though form denies : 
And when you drain the social bowl, 

Be merry and be wise. 
If there's a life that's free from care, 

For man, this side the tomb ; 
Where honest, heartsome, friendship's found, 

'Tis in the barrack room. 



•The duties of the day were done, 
And all agreed to have some fun. 

Within the barrack room. 
Determined 'twas, that each should tell, 
A tale, or sing, and thus dispel 

The winter evemng'a ^owxi. 
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" Tom Sabre/' with his laughing face^ 
As oldest soldier, took the place 

Of president, and called 
On '* Bristol Jack'' to give a song 
In character, but not too long. 

And thus he loudly bawled : — 

Hie Recruiting Sergeant 

Air.— "The Flowing Bowl.** 

Come, come my lad — come, drink again^ 

And pass along the quart ; 
We'll have a couple more, and then, 

We'll talk about the smart. 
Landlord, we'll have another pot 

Of double stout — the best ; 
Let's have it mulled, and sweet, and hot. 

And dash it like the rest. 

A dashing soldier you would make, 

And all the girls would fall 
O'er head and ears in love, and take 

The soldier 'fore them all. 
Vm welcomed by the pretty dears, 

No matter where / go ; 
Their winning smiles, and wily tears. 

Make heaven on earth below. 

And everywhere the friendly cup 

Is offered, while they say, 
" Soldier, come soldier, take a sup» 

You're welcome as the day.^* 
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Right merrily we soldiers live, 

Have plenty, and to spare ; 
And with the drum, and trumpet, give 

Defiance to old care. 



IVe listed lads, not half as smart 

As you, who're generals now ; 
So here's my hand, a flowing quarts, 

And here's success to you. 
And, come my lad — come, drink again, 

And pass along the quart ; 
We'll have a couple more, and then^ 

We'll talk ahout the smart. 

• • • « 

Old " Corporal Carbine" thought th«t be 
Had now an opportunity 

To read dull heads a lesson ; 
For if they would but learn his rhyme, 
He felt quite sure, 'twould many a time 

Their mental labour lessen. 

Song. 
The Sentry's Orders* 

Turn out the guard whene'er the colonel passes. 

To other officers just carry arms ; 
Admit no blackguard men, or naughty lasses, 

And when a fire breaks out, shout, *' war's alarms. 



»» 



* Giving over the orders, to many men, is a most difficult task, 
— a sentry on being reprimanded said, " Well, ser^i^asLt^ I. «a»^ 
wslk sentry aa well as any man, but 1 caa. TkiOTec \i^ '^mss Nai^r 
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Allow no men to pass^— who're drank, or dirty ; 

See that do children break the lamps or glass ; 
Walk briskly on your post,, and, mind, exert ye. 

And keep the dogs and children off the grass. 

See no man leaves the guard without permission ; 

Take charge of all the buildings in your view ; 
To those who sell provisions give admission, 

But not to hawking Pedlar or to Jew. 

This is the list of men confined to barracks, 

The women, who're kept out, you'll find below ; 

Take charge of all the arms in the arm-racks ; 

And when the clock strikes two, shout, " Sentry, goJ 

• • • • 

Next " Dandy Jack," a witty spark. 
Some say he'd been a lawyer's clerk, 

While others say a ganger ; 
Ndw sang, of whom he'd never tell, 
While laughing, all exclaimed well, well, 

lie surely means^the major. 

77ie Major. 

Air — "Maggie Lauder." 

I'm now commanding officer, • 
Whoever would have thought it ; 

That I, at school, both dunce and fool, 
Would in my life be brought to't. 



WAR SONGS. 57 

That I, who, when the general comes, 

Am sure to get so nervous ; 
I dread a route signed for the moon. 

Or else to quit the service. 

*Tis true, in barracks, I'm at home, 

And keep things so in order ; 
There's not a '* kit ** in any room, 

With a fold beyond its border. 
I have each buckle, sword, and bit, 

As bright as a new shilling ; 
And prove myself a martinet, 

Although a dunce at drilling. 

At dinner every knife and fork, ' 

I'll see upon the tables ; 
Each man shall stand with bag in hand. 

Ere I dismiss the stables. 
1*11 have this quite a pattern corps, 

For all who're in the service ; 
But then the drill— -I feel a thrill— 

The thought o't makes me nervous. 



The last time that the General came, 
I " clubbed " them three times over, 

And such a fright it put me in, 
I fear I'll ne'er recover. 

I wheeled thenr ** right " and " left-about," 
Till horse and man did reel again. 

When the General laughing, shouting said, 
" Well done," '' weW 4oii^;' '''' ^nV^^ ^^^ii^^^: 



"»> 
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To Pbcenix Park 1*11 never go 

Again, with old Sir Neddy. 
He d my eyes, up to the ekiesy 

And swears I'm never ready. 
The very thought o't chills my heart, 

I get so very nervous ; 
I dread a route signed for the moon, 

Or else to quit the service. 



The corporal's wife, who long had heen. 
To " Corporal Squad," a faithful queen. 

Despotic though her sway. 
Now raised her voice, in accents mild. 
Like nature's meekest, sweetest child, 

And this her humble lay — 



Corporals Wife's Song, 

Air. — " The last time I came o'er the Moor. 

I was but young, the first campaign. 

And all admired my beauty ; 
E'en then I trod the battle plain. 

And fearless did my duty. 
I've served the araunition out, 

I've been by foes surrounded ; 
I've joined our lads in victory's shout, 

Aad twice 1 have been, wounded. 
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I've helped the wounded to the rear. 

When weakly they were getting ; 
IVe hade the drooping spirit cheer, 

When, from the wound 'twas flitting. 
And I have closed the daring eye, 

That shone so late in heauty ; 
IVe heard the brave man say, ** I die 

In peace, IVe done my duty." 

In every one I've found a friend, 
And love them all as brothers ; 

And ever will on them attend, 
As fondly as their mothers. 

Regard, then, lads, a woman's tear. 
When you're again campaigning. 

And make your foes your weapons fear, 

While you are theirs disdaining. 

. • • • 

Now " Young Delightful" of the band. 
Stepped to the front, with cap in hand. 

And consequential mein ; 
Of spicy songs I never sing, 
But will try a sentimental thing. 

Called sweet Kathleen Mavoumeen, 

Air. — " Kathleen Mavoumeen." 

Kathleen Mavoumeen, is't yet ye are waking ? 

The cock has been crowing the half-hour and more ; 
The pig's getting restless, the crater is squaking, 

Kathleen, get up now, and oi^^xiWi^ ^<^Qrc. 
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I hope, if yer slaping, yer dhrames will upbraid ye, 
For kaping me shivrin, here wet to the skin ; 

Or have ye forgot now, the promise ye made me, 
To rise in the morning to let your Phil in ? 

Or have ye forgot now, the promise ye made me, 
To rise in the morning, Kathleen Mavourneen ? 

Kathleen, Och I Kathleen, to love ye I'm thryin*. 

In spite of myself, and in spite of the rain ; 
But, troth, I am thinking my love for ye's dyin' — 

ril lave ye, sweet Kathleen, for Biddy M*Clain. 
Though she's not so purty, ter heart it is kinder, 

I broke it in two halves by coming to you ; 
It's down on the bog in her cabin I'll find her, 

Forgiving as ever, and to her Pbil true. 

It's down on the bog in her cabin I'll find her, 

My own dearest Biddy, ray Biddy M*Clain, 
• . . • 

" Swell Rakishblade," with yellow hair. 

Next rose with such a solemn air, 

That miade his comrades laugh ; 
And though in Irish whispers, they 
Would often interrupt his lay. 

He heeded not their " chaff.** 

Song. 
The Prisoner. 

Air. — "Come rest in this Bosom." 

Oh how damp is this dungeon, 'tis cold as the tomb, 
No sunbeam can enter to lighten the gloom ; 
My spirits are sinking, I fear to draw breath,- 
I ever am thinking this stillness is death. 
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How weary time marcbes, but ten days are past, 
Ten more I must number, ere I sec the last. 
My heart burns with shame, as in fancy, I see. 
My mother, heart broken, heart broken for me. 

Oh why this confinement ? Oh why am I here ? 
Why, why like a convict do I thus appear ? 
Disgracing the service, and darkening the fame. 
Of all I had left me, a good honest name. 
Oh can I regain it, and wipe out the stain ? 
Nor ever o'erstep again discipline's chain ? 
Yes, give me but freedom, my whole life shall tell, 

That I cheerfully soldier and try to do well. 
• • ' . . 

" Tom Carbine,*' laughing, rose to sing, 
A Satire on a clever thing. 

Called the " Good Conduct Warrant." 
The muster that day had been made, 
And Tom his pass had overstayed. 

And thus was counted arrant. 
And " Blackadder'* had sworn an oath 
(But then to swear he was not loath), 

Because his horse had bit him. 
Both lost their rings * and twelve months' pay ; 
Black's free to swear, and Tom will say. 

The badge will never fit him. 

Song. 
The Good Conduct Warrant, 

Air.—'' Clout the Cauldron." 

Of all the Warrants published yet, 
This is the greatest slm^^T, 
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A man need act the Saint to get 
The badge, and be a " ringer.' 

Nor Saints themselves could always keep 
A law like this unbroken, 

For they, poor men, do sometimes trip, 
With reverence be it spoken. 



The Church can boast of social men, 

Who oft with friends take dinners, 
And if the bright glass circles then, 

They're not thought greater sinners. 
Our gentlemen, too, take their part 

Of generous port and sherry. 
And why ? 'twas made to glad the hearty 

And make a man right merry. 



But wo to you who take too much. 

Of heavy wet, or whisky, 
Nay, even wine you may not touch. 

If that will make you frisky. 
You may not strike your horse nor swear 

At him though he should bite you. 
Nor stay in town, with friend to share 

His glass, though he invite you. 

But you must parry slander's fang, 

By conduct that is blameless ; 
And when provoked must hold your tongne^ 

And show a saint-like tameness. 
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Above all humim passions you 
Must soar, if you'd be winners — 

Comrades, I fear 'tis but too true, 
We're less of saints than sinners. 
. • • • 

Tom made bis bow, and touched his nose, 
Saying ** Comrades now I would propose, 

That orders should be given. 
That they — or be they saints or fools — 
Who made this law, should by its rules. 
Alone get up to Heaven." 

• • • • 

A trio, who would often be, 

With " Pall '' or " Chummie'' on the spree. 

Now raised their merry song. 
All silent sat, as sang the first. 
But when the joyous chorus burst. 

All joined it loud and long. 

The Defaulter's Room, 

\sU Defaulter. — Here am I for one day's spree. 

Shorn of six days' liberty ; 
Extra drilled, denied to speak. 
And this pack my back will break. 

26?. Defaulter. — If you find the jack's a bore, 

Grumble 6n, but spree no more, 
'Tie but right that you should think, 
Full six days, for one of drlftk.\ 
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3d. Defaulter. — Jolly soldiers never care, 

How they live or how they fare. 
We'll be merry, sing, and laugh, 
And the nut-brown ale we'll quaff. 

2d. and 3c?. — Jolly Soldiers never care, 

How they live, or how they fare, 
While a friend the glass will fill. 
We'll bear the pack with right good will. 
• <■ • • 

Old " Brickey" next, a hardy blade. 
Who oft " Rough Rider" had been made ; 

The " Riding Master" sang. 
His manly voice oh " Cruty's" ear, 
Ne'er fell but he would shake with fear. 
As through the school it rang. 

Song. 

The Ttiding Master. 

Air.—'' The Sheriff-Muir." 

0, came ye here the ride to see ? 

Or merely speak with me, man ? 

To see the ride? then presently 

My method, you shall see man. 

** March" — " Leading file, circle right" — 

** Trot" — Jones your inward rein's too tight, — 

Just keep the inward eye in sight. 

And ease the rein, 

And feel 't again, 
wpport them with the leg, and th en 
Your horses will go free, men. 
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*< Go large*'— ^now make the corners aqaare, 
" Halt" — 'fore you further go, men, 
Take my advice, just say a prayer — 

Or mind well what you do, men. 
<* March" — mind your necks — ^bring me the whip — 

" Halt" — down already Jacob Trip— ^ 

You ride more like a helpless snip^ 

Than a dragoon, 
You're down so soon, 
And stare, and grin like a baboon 

That's caged up in a show, men. 



•* March" — " trot" — together front and rear, — 

Your distance — " down the centre" — 
You'd make a parson curse and swear — 
I '11 make you mind me — ** canter"-— 
Your necks again — " Increase your pace—" 
Roughs, at the comers take your place. 
And help them in this wild goose chase. 

Don't spare the whip, 
And if they trip, 
They'll only go head over tip, 
"Tis work for Doctor Winter. 



<* Canter short" — I'll make you ride, 
Qr know the reason why, men, 

Your riding now has proved to me, 
That first you did not try^ metu 

E 
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Press in the loins, swell ont the chest. 
Turn in the toes, turn out the wrist, 
And never let your horses rest, 

Bat ease the rein, 
And feel't again. 
Nor roughly ply the heel, or then 
You're sure to make them shy men. 

" Walk" — " walk out*' — ^no distance lost, — 
Smith — ^mind what you're ahout, man, — 

You're surely stupid as a post, 
YouVe thrown the rear files out, man. 

" Halt" — " bend your horses" — " sit at ease" — 

Say, does my mode of drilling please, 

Or, is it slow for such as these ? 

For my own part, 
It grieves my heart, 

Should ever a recruit get hurt, 
But many this will scout, man. 



Bill Boosey's Song, 

ilw-.— -'The Stable CaU." 

Come, Soldiers, be jolly, and scare melancholy*^ 

When glasses are full, boys, whoever repines ? 

When glasses are full, &c« 

When glasses are full, &c. 
At Alderman's dinners there are soldiers and sinners. 
And among them we see many jolly divines. 
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Our own and Rome's Bishops are fond of such dish ups 
And merchants and statesmen are fond of their wines , 
So we will be jolly, and scare melancholy — 
When glasses are full, boys, whoever repines ? 

When glasses are full, &c. 

When glasses are full, &c. 

A truce to all thinking, so let us be drinking,) 
No matter if mountain dew, ale, or sweet wines ; 
And we will be jolly, and scare melancholy — 
When glasses are full boys, whoever repines ? 
When glasses are full, &c. v 
When glasses are full, &c. 

• • • • 

" Tom Sabre," with his manly air, 
Rose'fi'om the presidential chair, 
(Query — a barrack bed ?) 
. Saying — << Comrades, round in circle stand, 
In friendship grasp the friendly hand,'' 
Then he the chorus led — 

Song. 
The Parting Chorus, 

^ir.— "AUeyCroker." 

The hand, we clasp 

In friendship's grasp, 
Our hearts were aye united ; 

And hand and heart, 

Will do their part. 
To keep our country rigji\«i. 
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the heart will wann, 

To the uniform. 
Who wears it is no stranger ; 

And one and all, 

Will stand or &I1, 
And share in every danger. 
Oh, my comrades ; my brave, warm-hearted oomrades. 
Who can know, true friendship's glow, 

Like yon, my gallant comrades. 

The choms o'er, they all disperse. 
Some, sing the hg end of a verse, 

While others crack a jest ; 
And merry laugh, as they tnm down 
Their bedsteads, and shake np the dowfij 

Then happy sink to rest. 



SING THAT MEKEY SONG ONCE 

MOBE 

sing that merry song once more, 

It wakens in review 
Scenes passed in my old gallant corps, 

With comrades brave and troe. 
I've heard it in the barrack room, 

And 'mid the tented throng. 
When bivonao^d 'mong heather bloom, 

It wis onr fiftvonxiiefKm^. 
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« 

And oh, how joyously 'twas sung, 

When foemen were in view, 
When ^trumpets loud defiance flung, 

Or signaird to pursue. 
And when returned, and round the fire 

We sat as victors crowned, 
A comrade's hand would strike the lyre, 

And gay that song went round. 

sing that merry song once more. 

It minds me of the day. 
When first I saw my gallant corps. 

Dash headlong in the fray } 
When from the haughty foeman's brow, 

Bright victory's badge we tore^ 
The thought still makes my bosom glow, 

sing that song once more* 



THE DUMFEIESSHIKE, EOXBUEGH- 

SHIKE, AND SELKIEKSHIEE MILITIA, 

OR " SCOTTISH BORDERERS." 

From Kinmount's* high tow'rs, to Gala's •}• proud ha ; ', 
From the Castle of Auchin,:|: to Crawfordton§ shaw, 
Come, volunteers come, at the call of your queen, 
And first, II ** Scottish Borderers," ready be seen. 

• Seat of the Marquig of Queensberry. 
t Seat of Major Scott, late of the Kegiment. 
^ Seat of the Senior Major, the Honorable Butler Johnston. 
s Seat of Major Walker. 

The Dumfries was the first Scotch Beguuent to volunteer for 
foreign service in the Crimean war. 
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With M'Murdo* to lead, as one man we will go, f 

And a good account give when we grapple the foe. 
Be it oyer the sea, be it on our own shore, 
None shall e'er see the back of a man of our corps. 

Though nations be landed, and this their proud boast. 
That our own flag of freedom they'll drive from our coast. 
That our young men they'll humble, put our old men to 

shame. 
And leave us a nation to be known but in name. 

And shall our green hills by the foeman be trod ? 
Shall his war horse be stalled in the house of our God ? 
Shall the maiden's cheek fade> and her eyes be cast 

down? 
And the hoary head tremble at tyranny's frown ? 

No, not unrevenged, whilst a man shall remain 
On Scotland's free mountains, or England's wide plain. 
And the first in the fight shall the '* border lads" be, 
As free men to triumph, or die to be free. 



THE THIED, OK PEINCE OF WALES 
DEAGOON GUAEDS. 

Air — " Sound pibroch, sound.** 

The trumpet is sounding, and loud booms the gun> 
Spring into your saddles, the fight is begun, 

* Colonel M^Murdo's commandment. 
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Keep your horses in hand, press them on with the heel, 

And soon shall the foeman your keen sabres feel. 

The Third Dragoon Guards, upon Blenheim's wide plain 

Beat the foe, and to-day we will beat him again. 

^* The wild day of battle, the rush on the foe," 

Is a pleasure that none but the soldier can know. 

Remember brave Wood upon Ramilies field, 

When the Third made the Guards of Bavaria yield, 

Their standard and kettle-drums prove to this day, 

That our old gallant corps was ne'er matched in the fray. 

It has often been tried, but never yet fuled, 

When the gleam of its sabres the foeman's cheek paled, 

The wild day of battle, the rush on the foe. 

Is a pleasure that none but the soldier can know. 

Talavera, Vittoria, and Usagre tell. 

How fierce on the Frenchmen the Third^s sabres fell, 

Each witnessed our standard in victory fly. 

And this day shall witness the standard on high. 

The trumpet is sounding, and loud booms the gun, 

Spring into your saddles, the fight is begun. 

The wild day of battle, the rush on the foe, 

Is a pleasure that none but the soldier can know. 



THE NINETY-FIRST, OR ARGYLESHIRE- 
REGIMENT— CAMPBELL CLAN. 

Chorus — 

The Campbells are comin*, make way, make way, 
The Campbells are comin', make way^ make ^q.^> 
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The Campbells are comin', the dread of the foemen^ 
The Campbells are oomin^make way, make way. 

Like their own native torrents wi' winter rains flushed^ 
The brave Ninety-First on the Gaelic foe mshedy 
They stormed every moantain-pass, won every glade, 
And tne Pyrenees echoed the tune that they played— 
Twas the Campbell's are comin', &c. 

Triumphant they crossed ther Neville's wide stream, 
And the swift Nive reflected their bayonets' red gleam, 
At Orthes, Toulouse, the proud foemen gave way, 
But what foe can stand when the merry pipes play — 
The Campbells are comin', &c. 

Aa swift as the mountain flood sweeps through the glen> 
As swift to the flght rush the Argyleshire men — 
The pibroch is sounding, hurra lads I away — 
There's no foe can stand when the merry pipes play — 
The Campbells are comin', &c. 



THE FIFTY-SECOND, OR OXFORD- 
SHIRE LIGHT INFANTRY. 

Since England first sent forth her sons, to war on free- 
dom's side, 

A braver corps there never sailed, across the foaming 
tide, 
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Than the gallant Fifty- Second, who in battle never 

quailed, 
Tho* *^ old anti bold/' the often tried, that never yet has 

failed. 
The Indian foeman fled dismayed, before their charging 

might, 
And Frenchmen recollect with shame, their prowess in 

the fight, 
Busaco's mountain saw their colours high in victory 

wave, * 

And proved the Fifty-Second, as the bravest of the 

brave. ^ 



With the Rifles, and the Forty-Third, in Portugal and 

Spain, , 
They beat the best light troops that France e'er brought 

on battle plain. 
The honoured post, in the advance, was theirs to lead the 

way, 
And in retreat, as the rear guard, the haughty foe to 

stay. 
Laraanchas' plain, Vittoria, Neville's stream, the 

Nive, 
Attest how vain in battle 'tis 'gainst British boys to 

strive. 
Each heard their shout, and saw our colours high in 

victory wave. 
And proved the Fifty- Second, as the bravest of the 

brave. 
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The dangers of the frowning hreach, and mountain pass, 

they spumed, 
Tho' oft outnumheredy still to close, tlfoir dauntless 

bosoms burned, 
0*er Badajos, the Pyrenees, at Orthes, Waterloo, 
The colours of the Fifty-Second high in victory flew ; 
And when, my boys, the day shall come, and England 

bids us go. 
We'll fight as our brave fathers fought, and ever beat the 

foe. 
We'll make the Fifty- Second's colours high in victory 

wave, 
And prove our gallant corps to be the bravest of the 

brave. 



THE FORTY-FIFTH REGIMENT. 

Cheer Forty-Fifth I the foe's in sight, 
And soon we'll mingle in the fight. 
Soon they again shall feel the might 
Of British arm and bay'net. 
Reserve your fire, till close upon 
The foremost ranks, and then rush on. 
With one loud cheer. 
And never fear. 
My boya, but you will gain it. 
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Remember Salamanca's fight, 
Remember famed Busaco's height, 
There many a Frenchman sunk in night, 
Beneath your glittering bay'net, 
Reserve your fire, till close upon 
The foremost ranks, and then rush on. 
With one loud cheer. 
And never fear. 
My boys, but you will gain it. 

The skirmishers are closing fast, 
Another round will be the last. 
Now — forward to the bugle's blast. 
And beat them with the bayonet. 
Reserve your fire, till close upon ' 
The foremost ranks, and then rush on, 
With one loud cheer. 
And never fear, 
My boys, but you will gain it. 



THE TWENTY-EIGHTH REGIMENT.* 

* Twenty-Eighth-— be firm — fire steady — 

* Let no heart be downward cast — 

* Kneeling ranks — ^keep their fire ready, 

« Till they hear the bugle's blast. 

* This gallant corps, commanded by Sir P. Belson, was charged 
on three faces of the square, at one time, at Waterloo^ and gal- 
lantly repelled their assailants. 
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* 

< Those who're standing in the centre, 
'• Strike home — and no foeman spare, 

* If an opening they dare enter, 

* When the round shots rake the square. 

The guns have ceased, still they're unshaken 

As the rock, which stems the wave. 
Each void place is quickly taken. 

Though they tread a comrade's grave. 
Clouds of dust in front are rising, 

Shouts hurst fiercely from their womh ; 
Gleaming swords, the eye surprising, 

Show the charging horsemen come. 

Trun^ts ring — ^the pace increases — 

Horses proudly spurn the plain, 
The distance at each bound decreases,' 

Urged by spur, and voice, and rein. 
Now the British square is glowing, 

Cool, but quick, each shot is cast. 
Hark I the loud toned bugle's blowing — 

0, that biting withering blast. 

* Well done, that was nobly given, 
' * Now the fight is all our own, 

' British squares were never riven,. 
' By the charge of horse alone. 

* This day you have nobly won, men, 

^ History's page shall record bear, 
'Glory's wreath shall every one, men, 
'12oand his name forever wear. 



\ 
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THE SEVENTH, OE QUEEN'S HUSSAES. 

Rouse, rouse, my gallant men. 

Welcome's the battle day, 
So shall the sun again 

Witness the bloody fray. 
Soon, soon in victory 

Shall onr bright sabres flash, 
Mount, mount, boys, and forward. 

And into their columns dash. 

Chorus-^ ^ 

Bright glory's wreath's o'er us, 
Not a blade will we sheathe, 
Till the foe that's before us, 
Shall lie low on the heath, 
Till we shall shout Victory I victory I victory I 
Or grasp our hilts in death. 

Think of the fights in Spain, 
How Orthes battle rung. 
Think of the Belgie plain, 
Think too of Nawabgimg. 
Strike, strike, gallant Seventh, 

As if your blades alone 
Were freedom's last rampart. 

Round Victoria's throne. 
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Chorus — 

Bright glory's wreath's o'er us, 

Not a blade will we sheathe. 
Till the foe that's before us, 

Shall lie low on the heath, 
Till we shall shout Victory I victory I victory I 
Or grasp our hilts in death. 



THE EiaHTY-FlPTH KEGIMENT. 

On, on, brave Eighty-fifth, 

We lead — the post of honour ; 
^nd let your battle shout 
Be, " Fuentes d'Onor." 
'Twas on that heath, we won the wreath 

We 're wearing now ; and never 
Shall foeman's hand, or foeman^s brand. 
That wreath of victory sever. 
Britons shall never bow, 

Never shall they falter ; 
Freely their blood shall flow, 
On freedom's cherished altar. 

On, on, the Eighty-fifth, 

Ne'er closed in fight but won it ; 
Nor shall the foeman say, 
On this day, that we shun it. 
Then give a shout, a joyous shout, 
As frJben, my boys, we beat them ; 
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At Bladensbury, and on the Nive, 
Away — away — and meet them. 
Britons shall never bow, 

Never shall they falter ; 
Freely their blood shall flow, 
On freedom's cherished alter. 



THE FIFTH, OR NORTHUMBEIAN 

FDSILIEES. 

Our colours wave o'er us, and proudly shall fly, 
As victory's bright emblem when foemen are nigh ; 
Triumphant we bore them o'er Ciudad's* deep foss, 
And the gallant Ridge f planted them on Badajos* 

And our war song shall be. 

As we march to the field, 

" Where fatCy boys, shall call tw,"J 

What matter ? we're ready 
To die, or to conquer, but never to yield. 

La Mancha,* Busaco,* and Orthes* attest, 

That's the laurel we tore from the haughty Gaul's crest ; 

And the wreath they have since twined, as fiercely shall 

be 
Tom from them by Britons, the brave and the free. 

• Inscribed on the colours. 

+ Major Ridge — killed at the head of the regiment within the 
castle — ^he was the first man to scale the caatle wall. 
I Begimental motto. 
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And our war soDg shall be» 
As we march to the field ; 
Where fette, hoys, shall call us. 
What matter ? we're ready 
To die, or to conquer, but never to yield. 



This day, the Northumbrian soldier shall stand 
The foremost in fight, where hand grapples hand, 
The '^ fighting Fifth^' boast not, but dauntless will do 
'* Such deeds as the brave, in the battle dare view." 

And our war song shall be, 

As we march to the field, 

Where fate, boys, shall call us. 

What matter ? we're ready 
To die, or to conquer, but never to yield. 



Our colours wave o'er us, and proudly shall fly. 
As victory's bright emblem, when foemen are nigh| 
And ever, unstained by defeat, shall they wave, 
Or the last Fusilier shall lie low in the grave. 
And our war song shall be. 
As we march to the field, 
Where fate, boys, shall call us, 
What matter ? we're ready 
To die, or to conquer, but never to yield* 
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THE FORTY-THIRD, OR MONMOUTH- 
SHIRE LIGHT INFANTRY. 

Air, — "Tullochgomm." 

When peace was named, the god of war 
Descended in his fiery car, 
And called the nations from afieur, 
To receive the wreath of glory. 
France, boasting, claimed the golden prize, 
Said she won it, 
Bravely won it ; 
" No, no," the frowning god replies, 
" A blot is on thy story, 
« For often like the frightened deer, 
^' Hast thou fled from the Briton's spear, 
*' While his brave bosom knew not fear, 
" Nor shun'd the bed that's gory. 

** The trump of £une is louder heard, 
" For the gallant British Forty-Third, 
^' Than any Corps that France has reared, 

" To grace her martial story. 
'' As Light troops they unrivalled stand, 

^* Fierce and daring, 

" Never caring. 
'^ Among the brave, they bravest stand, 
" Whose path is ever gory. 
" To Britain I the prize award, 
" And name the Forty-Third its guard. 
** The post of honor's their reward, 
** Their claim to future glory, 
p 
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We'll guard it bojK, and when the sound, 
Of hugle wakea the battle ground, 
Again eadi ardent heart will bound 

To add to England's glory. 
Aa wonty we'll march in proud array, 

First and foremost, 

First and foremost, 
Right on we'll march, and who shall say 

We shun the bed that's gory ? 
We own him not who would not fight, 
For England's cause, for England's right, 
Who would not die that his deeds might 

Live long in song and story. 



DEATH OF GENEKAL .CATHC ART. 

The heart that once illumed that breast. 

Shall wake to war no more ; 
On glory's field it sunk to rest, 

Amid the battle's roar; 
Fit requiem o'er a soldier's tomb, 

The rifle's rolling peal. 
The music of the shell's loud boom. 

The ringing clash of steel 
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Though cold thy form, thy name shall live, 

On Fame's immortal tongue. 
And the choicest wreath that she could give, 

Around thy name she's flung. 
May I too, fall on glory's field, 

And, brave Cathcart, like thee. 
The last drop of my life's blood yield, 

Mid shouts of victory. 
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GENERAL MACKINNON. 

Returned from war, with honor crowned, 

Mackinnon sought his lady's bower. 
Where blushing roses bloomed around, 

But Kate bloomed there a peerless flower. 
In all the pride of woman's love. 

She pointed to the laurel trees. 
And said, *' See how IVe decked my grove. 

With emblems of thy victories." 

These tokens of thy pride and love, 

Tell me, my Kate, I'm dear to thee ; 
But soon, alas ! there may be wove 

With these, the mournful cypress tree. 
Kate, why these tears ? Shall I remain 

At home, when England claims my aid ? 
Mackinnon's brow ne'er wore a stain, 

Woulds't thou place one upon his head ? 
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Thy wife ! no> no, yet why again, 

Leave thy dear Kate to meet the foe ; 
To meet death on the battle phun, — 

•But go, if duty bids thee go. 
Dear as I love thee, still more dear, 

To this fond heart is thy fair fame. 
May heaven avert the foemen's spear. 

And honor still Mackinnon's name. 

Spring came — ^he sailed — Ciudad was won, 

But there he met a soldier's* fate ; 
His last words — " I've my duty done, 
I die in peace— God bless my Kate." 
Now round her bower, the cypress tree. 
Entwined with iaurel's seen to grow, 
One, emblem of kis victory, 
The other, record of her woe. 



DEATH OF SIR WTLLIAM PONSONBY. 

'Twas in the glorious month of June, and every thing 

looked gay. 
And every heart with ardour burned to meet the coming 

fray; 
And daring spirits seemed to breathe and sparkle in 

each eye. 
As joyously we raised the shout of battle to the sky. 

* Historically true. 
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Fall fifteen hundred well-tried blades, flew spaiMing 

from the sheath, 
Grasped by those hands that ever made them messengers 

of death ; 
And anxiously we listened for the trumpet's gladdening 

sound, 
Twas given— and our chargers neared the foe at every 

bound. 

A dauntless heart had Ponsonby, who led us to the fray, 
A soul that every danger spumed, that never knew 

dismay. 
His cheerful smile, in language plain, told all was calm 

within, 
And firm and clear, he gave command, amid the battle's 

din. 
With confidence upon their Chief, his hardy men relied, 
I And joyfully they followed, and the power of France 

defied. 
The choicest troops e'er she could boast, were soon 

dispersed — they fled, 
And left the field of battle strew'd with dying and the 

dead. 

I 

Too skilful was our General to follow them too far. 
For in their rear were veteran squares, men long inured 

to war. . 
They rallied on their Infantry, we quickly formed our 

ranks. 
But could not charge their squares until supported on our 

flanks. 



i 
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# 

Oh then was seen the mighty charm a Chieftain's smile 

has o'er 
The yoathfol heart that never trod the battle plain 

before. 
He heeded not the leaden shower, but rode from man to 

man^ 
While, *^ here's our noble General," in joyfiil accents ran. 



Though pale, and paler, grew his cheek, he thought not 

of his wound, 
And when he saw support arrive, his place in front 

resumed. » 

He signalled with his waving plume,* 'twas answered 

with a cheer, 
Then on our foes we dashed, nor covild they check our 

mad career. ^ 

Their blazing squares were trodden down, our banner 

waved on high, 
But there was no brave General to join the victor's cry. 
There's not a man drew blade that day, or marched 

behind his bier. 
But said, " Our poor brave General," and wiped away a 

tear. 



* The signal he gave at Waterloo for the Boyals, Greys, and 
I n nisk illenB to advance, when they made the memorable charge 
on D*Erlou*B Corpa, 
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THE DEATH OF PICTOK 

Hail, rugged war 1 with all thy eharms, 
The trumpet's blast, the clang of arms ; 
The burstiog shell, the rocket's blaze, 
The loose steed as he wildly neighs ; 
The musket's peal, the maddening cry,*^ 
When front and front their bayonets ply. 

Thus Picton mused, the ranks he gains. 
And thus each soldier^s heart enchains — 
^' Cheer, cheer brave hearts, 'tis glory's plain, 
^< We'll beat them as we did in Spain ; 
** Although Napoleon guides the host, 
^' And every Marshal France can boast« 

** Remember Ciudad's breach and foes, 
** The escalade of Badajos ; 
^* Remember Salamanca's plain, 
^' And aU your noble deeds in Spain* 
** Soldiers of England on with me, 
^* To glory's grave or victory." 

On, on they rush, the volley's given, 
The choicest troops of France are riven ; 
Their ensigns show their feathered heel. 
And fly before the British steeL 
The hero joined in victory's cry, 
Then fell, as he had wished Ia di<^. 
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EPITAPH ON LOBD HILL. 

thou, who boasts a Briton's name, 
Whose breast bums with a patriot flame. 

Here rest and shed a tear. 
For one who fought in freedom's cause, 
Who aided to give back her laws — 

The gallant Hill lies here. 

« 

Hast thou felt for a nation's throes, 
The widow's, maiden's, orphan's woes ? 

Then stay and shed a tear. 
A heart congenial, once, with thine. 
Now rests within this hallowed shrine-— 

The good Lord Hill lies here. 

Art thou a Warrior ? bow £hy head 
In sorrow, o'er the lowly bed 

Of him, who claims thy tear. 
Nor let thy foot profane hi» grave. 
Who lived, the bravest of the brave, 

The gallant Hill lies here. 

Art thou a Christian warrior ? thou 
Who readest this ? then lowly bow 

Thy knee in humble prayer ; 
That life's campaign, like his, may end, 
With Heaven thy hope, and Him thy friend, 

Who makes the good his care. 
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REPLY TO THE FRENCHMEN'S HYMN. 

The Frenchmen say they'll make us rue, 
For beating them at Waterloo ; 
And boast in satire and in song, 
That past defeats have made them strong. 
Would they Trafalgar try once more, 
And see again their Tricolor 
By Britons trailed along the sea, 
As La Hogue saw their i^Teur-dle-Zu f 

The Zouaves say our fame shall fade^ 
Beneath the glitter of their blade ; 
That with the boarding-pike and lance, 
They'll win and keep the sea for France. 
A welcome true — no odds we'll reck, 
If the^*U but dare the bloody deck ; 
'Tis all that Britons ask and crave, 
To meet the Zouave on the wave. 

They tell us that they'll soon set sail. 
Our grandames heard the same old tale ; 
And oft their fathers heard the same, 
And yet the Frenchmen never came. 
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Nor dare they come the hraggart crew, 
While Britons to themselves are true ; 
"lis all we ask, 'tis all we crave, 
To meet the Zouave on the wave. 



THE BIVOUAO. 



Around the watchfire laughter ran, 
The tale was told, and every man 
Must either tell a tale, or sing. 
Or sit without the merry ring. 
First, Elley, he whose iron frame. 
Nor toil, nor danger, e'er could tame,' 
With stentor voice began his lay, 
To fight or sing he'd lead the way — 

Song. 

Air. — The Bright Chanticleer proclaims the Dawn." 

There's pleasure round the social board. 

When crowned with sparkling wine ; 
But this how cold, when lance and sword, 

On battle plain doth shine. 
When picquets gallop in, in haste, 

And foemen we descry ; 
What ardour swells the soldier's breast. 

What daring lights hiA eye. 
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With their sabres flashing, 
Now forward, now forward they're dashing ; 
And ardonr swells the soldier's breast, 
And daring lights his eye. 



The excitements of the hunt surpass 

By far, what wine affords ; 
But merry hound, and sparkling glass, 

Must yield to clashing swords. 
A Briton's heart for glory bums, 

He mingles in the fray ; 
Nor from the battle-field returns, 

Save crowned with victory. 
With their sabres flashing. 
Now forward, now forward they're dashing ; 
And ardour swells the soldier's breast. 
And daring lights his eye. 



Hark ! " forward, forward," joyous sound, 

Now gladdens every heart ; 
The foe is neared at every bound. 

And each will do his part. 
Oh, who can tell the mighty charm, 

The brave heart only knows ; 
When man and man, and arm and arm, 

Are grappling in the close. 
With their sabres clashing, 
Still forward, still forward they're dashing ; 
There's nought can check the mad career. 
Of Britons in the close. 
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He ceased midst plaudits from the merry ring, 
And called upon '< Jack Townsend " next to sing ; 
He oft had stemmed the hattle's fiercest tide, 
Would cheer the drooping, or the dauntless guide ; 
His skilful arm thrice saved a copnrade's life, » 
His sabre, bloodless, never lefl the strife ; 
He loved his comrades, and was loved by jeJI, 
And every heart responded to the call — 



Song. 

Let them talk of home duty, and garrison life. 

Of the parks and parades, of the dance and the play ; 

Give me the rough campaign, where dangers are rife, 
Where the battle but slumbers to wake with the day. 

Where, as here, round the watchfire brave comrades re- 
cline. 

And tell, in their war songs, of victories won ; 
Past ills they forget as they quaff the red wine. 

While each heart respcmds to the sound of the gun. 

Or, happy, our squadron in ambuscade lies. 
To cut off a convoy and bear home the spoil ; 

Or, with a wild hurra ! an outpost surprise, 
A shout that repays for a whole life of toil. 

The soldier campaigning lives joyous and free. 
The cup of true friendship alone he meets there ; 

For the hand that presents it, to-morrow may be, 
The one that shall guard^ that shall ^ctory share. 
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<< Tom Sabre " next — ^he left the forest glade, 
The fold, the plough, to grasp a freeman's blade ; 
Though humbloy he possessed a soul of fire, 
And oft essayed to strike the martial lyre; 
Would rouse his comrades on the battle plain, 
Or bear them homeward on some plaintive Istrain. 

§0110. , 
Air.—'' My Nannie 0." 

When by the bivouac fire I lay. 

And comrades all are merry, ; 
Still, still my heart will homeward stray, 

And dwell upon my Mary, 0. 

I see her form, I see her face, 
Her smile so sweet and cheery, ; 

Nor shall another find a place 
Within my heart, but Mary, 0. 

I still can hear her last " good bye," 
Still see the look she gave me, ; 

Her quivering lip and tearful eye. 
Told I was all to Mary, 0. 

Her parting words — " Oh, when my life, 
The march is long and dreary, ; 

Or, when thou hail'st the coming strife, 
Think, think upon thy Mary, 0. 

" And when, my love, the battle's near, 
Let thoughts of me be cheery, ; 

The gallant heart is doubly dear. 
To one who loves like Mary^ 0»" 
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Then let to-morrow morning come, 
With trompetfl sonnding cheery, ; 

With my good blade I will strike home, 
For glory and my Mary, 0. 



The tale bad ceased — the health of those away 
Was drunk — and " Radcliffe '' then began his lay. 
From ** private" he had passed through every grade. 
And now we see him " major of brigade ; " 
Dauntless in fight, as in the barracks kind, 
*Tis few commanders like him we shall find — 



Air. — " Hurra for the Bonnets so Blue." 

We have drunk to them who're away, 

We have drunk to them who're away ; 

But now, we will drink to those comrades, my boys, 

Who will mingle with us in the fray. 
Who never yet met with the foe, 

But victors they came from the field ; 
And to-morrow again the proud foeman shall know. 

How Britons their weapons can wield. 

We have drunk to them who're away, 
We have drunk to them who're away ; 
But now, we will drink in a bumper, my boys, 
Saccesa to our arms in the fray. 
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We shall prosper, for freedom's our cause, , 
We shall prosper, for Britons are braye;^; 

Hurra I for old England, our Queen, and our laws. 
We'll conquer or sleep in the grave. 

We have drunk to them who're away. 

And to our success in the fray ; 

And now in a brimmer we'll drink, my brave boys. 

Speed, speed to the opening day. 
Every eye that I see sparkles bright, 

With ardour each brave bosom glows ; 
Then stand up, my boys, give a hip, hip, hurra I 

"lis the shout of our lads in the close. 



Last, sang young " Frere," who shamed a Spanish corps 
Which feared to charge on the Bidassoa's shore ; 
With scorn, he waved his sword, a flaming brand. 
He, singly, dashed^ against the hostile band. 
A deed so startling, roused the Spaniards' pride, 
And rushing on, they turned the battle's tide ; 
The fight was won, and 'midst their shouts of joy, 
Their highest theme, " The noble English boy 



»f 



Sony. 

Air.—'' Hey for a Lass wi' a Tocher."— Burns. 

Again fill the can, for the night's wearing £Eist, 
Let this be a bumper, it must be the last ; 

* Napier's History. 
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See, the sky to the eastward is now getting gray, 
And, hark I there's the bugle-— come, drink and away. 
Hurra 1 'tis the signid for battle. 
Hurra 1 'tis the signal for battle, 
Hurra 1 'tis the signal for battle, 
So drink, my brave boys, and away. 

The sun in his splendour, shines not like the ray 
Of gloiy, which cheers on the brave to the fray ; 
And ere he goes down, the loud trumpet of Fame 
Shall blazon our deeds, and shall sound every name* 
Hurra 1 'tis the signal for battle, 
Hurra I 'tis the signal for battle, 
Hurra 1 'tis the signal for battle. 
So drink, my brave boys, and away. 



Betime, the bugle's note had died away, 

Each stalwart arm was ready for the fray ; 

A daring spirit beamed in every eye. 

Bright as the sunbeam in the morning sky. 

The young and gallant Frere 'midst glory fell, 

How brave, how loved, the history's muse* will tell ; 

Eadcliffef the good, and Elley,} just and brave, 

With fiery Townsend, § rest within the grave. 

No more, alas I to stem the battle's tide, 

Ho cheer the drooping, or the dauntless guide. 

• Napier's History. 

f Brigade Major of the Household Brigade at Waterloo — en* 
listed as a private in the Ist Boyal Dragoons. 
/ Major in the Life Guards at Waterloo. 
§ Late Colonel oi the 14th Light Dragoons. ' 
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THE SOLDIER-DEFAULTEKS SHEET- 
HIS PASSPORT TO HEAVEN. 



Before the keeper of the keys, 

A sage-like Spirit stood, 
Claiming admittance, for his ways 
On earth, he said, were good. 
'' Stand back, thou canst not enter here. 

Sternly the Saint replied, 
'' For marks upon thy robe appear 
Of intellectual pride." 



»» 



Abashed, he turned, and then a Priest, 

Bold fronted, would have passed, 
" Nor thou," said Peter, " here at least 

Know that the first are last 
Down, Sophist, to the nether deep. 

For on thy garb I see 
The desolate, the widow, weep, 

Uncared, unsought by thee." 

Before the Saint a Soldier stood, 

As next upon the roll ; 
His march on earth had not been good. 

Nor knew he the parole. 
And yet his helm of hope shone bright, 

His uniform was new, 

" To pass" said he, " I have no right, 

'' But you caa kt m<& \\nou<^? 
o 
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Saint Peter smiling, tamed the key, 

And said, " Thou enter — ^go, 
^' For on thy uniform I see, 

For every crime its throe. 
I see thy long Defaulter's* Sheet, 

A record none has given : 
With penalties all paid, 'tis meet 

The soldier he in Heaven.^' 



THE SOLDIER'S TRIBUTE 
TO FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE. 



ir 



Air — " Gro where gloiy waits thee. 



When the wine is flowing, 
When hearts all are glowing, 

Oh ! we'll remember thee. 
When the battle's nearing. 
When the victor's cheering. 

Still we'll remember thee. 
When around are lying. 
Comrades dead and dying, 
When brave hearts are sighing, 

In hope all turn to thee. 



* Every offence committed by the soldier, and every pimish- 
ment indicted, ia recorded against him, and the amomit of his 
pension for length of service, ia dedded \>y ^^\iT«cot^. 
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On oar arms reposiDg, 
When life's march is closing, 
Oh I we'll remember thee 



Florence, every soldier, 
Till his heart shall moulder, 

Will cherish thoughts of thee. 
Whai the sword's forsaken, 
When from death we waken, 

Sister, in Heaven we'll see. 
Adorning thy pure spirit, — 
God will give to wear it, — 
Crovm and cross of merit, 

So humbly won by thee. 
Saints shall hear our story, 
Angels, in their glory, 

Shall sing our songs of thee* 




SIB COLIN CAMPBELL AND THE 93d ; 

OB, 

Aif^—** Wha wadna fight for Charlie." 

Who would not fight for glory ? 
Who fears the {oem«CL^ ^\n<^*^ 
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Who'd shun the hed that's gorj ? 
Let him turn and live a slave. 
Firm with shoulder locked to shoulder, 

Here we'll bide tlie horseman's might ; 
And, if fated, here shall moulder, 

Hearts that never shunned the fight. 
Who would not fight for glory ? 

Who fears the foeman's glaive ? 
Who'd shun the bed that's gory ? 

Let him turn and live a slave. 



•i 



Britain's honor's with McGregor ; 

Russia's shame is in our steel ; 
Soon we'll make the Highland trigger. 

Show her eagle's feathered heel. 
Ninety-Third, we'll die, but never 

'Yield to any haughty foe ; 
Life and honour ne'er can sever, 

British hearts shall never bow. 
Yes — we'll fight for Britain's glory, 

We shall fear no foeman's glaive, 
We shall shun no bed that's gory, 

Highland heart shall ne'er be slave. 
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SOLDIERS ARE MERRY BOYS. . 

Air, — " Come let ub dance and sing." 

Soldiery are merry boys, 
And with the fair they share such joys, 
That pleasure never cloys 
In cottage, camp, or hall. 
Love appears, 
'Mid smiles or tears, 
Where'er they meet the lovely dears, 
Gay or grave, 
Still the brave 
Are welcome to them all. 
Soldiers are merry boys 
And with the fair they share such joys, 
That pleasure never cloys 
In cottage, camp, or hall. 

When the uniforms appear. 
Widows doff their grief and care. 
Put on their biythest air. 

And well known winning glance ; 

And among 

The merry throng. 
Join the jocund laugh and song, 

And with glee. 

Merrily, 
They thread the mKh^ 4k»xi»^ 
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Soldiers are merry boys, 
And with the fair they share such joys. 
That pleasure never doys 
In cottage, camp, or hall. 

Nor is the lovely maid 
Of the nniform afraid ; 
Her cheek but wears a shade. 
More blooming than the rose* 
Chaste and coy, 
With what joy, 
Her heart meets her soldier boy. 
While her eyes, 
Where true love lies^ 
Her dearest thoughts disclose. 
Soldiers are merry boys, 
And with the fair they share such joys, 
^ That pleasure never cloy^ 
In cottage, camp, or hall. 



THE 8th, ok KOYAL IKISH HUSSARS. 

Air.— "Judy CaUaghan." 

The Irish Hussars, 

In love's campaigns are famous ; 
And though they're sworn to Mars, 
They're devotees of Y eimB* 
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'Tis said her star's on high, 

Tkat seen at night its gleam is, 
But look in woman's eye. 
And there its brightest beam is. 
Yes, those eyes 

Are brighter than the planet, 
Love there lies, 

Nor bums till soldiers fan it. 



See yon lovely maid. 

More beautiful in blushes ; 
What is it but love 

That to her cheeks thus rashes ? 
IXd ever woman smile, 

On lover half so charming ? 
Or ever lover look, 

On woman half so warming ? 
As the Hussar, 

The Eighth, or Royal Irish, 
In love and war, 
Unrivalled are the Irish. 



*Tis not becanse they have 

More manly forms and features ; 
But 'tis because they're brave. 

They're loved by the dear creatures. 
Their looks of love they give. 

To him who is most daring ; 
And who among the brave. 

Shall in those looks b^ %li«aa\i%. 



104 WAB SONGS. 



With the Hnssar, 

The Eighth, or Royal Irish ; 
In love or war, 

^ Unriyalled are the Irish. 



SONG OF THE SPIRITS OF THE SLAIN. 

Farewell, beloved comrades, oompani(m8 in arms, 
That life, once so sweet to us, now hath no charms ; 
A band of sweet cherubs awaits in the skies, 
To welcome the brave to celestial joysl 

No distinction is here known of nation or tongue, 
No upbraidings of whose earthly rulers were wrong ; 
Love, the purest, now reigns in the spirits of those, 
Who just parted on earth as the deadliest foes. 

Then on, on, loved comrades, in battle be brave, 
For here dwells no spirit of recreant slave ; 
This happiness only the brave sddier shields, 
Who shrinks not in battle, but dies ere he yields. 

Oh, who would not die thus, if die be the name ? 
Oh, who would not breathe out his last breath in fame ? 
GJojj's crown wreathes the brow of the spirit thus riven, 
'Tia the portal oi life, 'tis the patliwa^ \ft \i^^wi. 
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FRAYEB DUKINa BATTLE. 

Thou God of battle, shield us with Thy power, 
Strengthen each spirit in this trying honr ; 
Great God, we praise Thy name, we trust in Thee 
Alone, to bless our arms with yietory. 

Almighty God, we call upon Thee now ; 
Be with us, Lord — make the foeman bow ; 
Father of mercies, be our chieftain's guide. 
How to direct the fight or stem its tide. 

Though through this lurid cloud red light'nings flash, 
And mountains shake beneath the cannon's crash ; 
Our hearts with ardour bum, they're touched by Thee, 
Thou living God, grant the victory. 

Maker, Redeemer, Judge — I'm Thine in death, 
I'm Thine in victory — grant its wreath ; 
Or life, or death, my heart's last prayer to Thee, 
Is for dear England — Lord, may she be free. 



TOM BUFFSTICK. 

Air. — " The Lothian Lassie." 

Tom Bnffstick was tired of lying alone. 

And said the nights << marched passed" in ^' slow 
time, 
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That two in a bed were far better than one, 
So he would get married in no time, in no time, 
So he would get married in no time* 



Tom brushed up his buttons, and polished his shoes. 
Gave each, one rub more, to look smarter. 

He challenged — ^the answer " your Poll can't refuse" — 
My life on't, but Tom caught a tartar, a tartar, 
My life on't, but Tom caught a tartar. 



As he thought of pleasure, and she but of feune. 
No question was asked 'till they married ; 

And though scandal whispered that Poll was to blame, 
Her darts she most skillfully parried, yes parried, 
Her darts she most skilfully parried. 

The honeymoon passed as most honeymoons do, 
Far brighter when waxing than waning, 

Nor long 'till the last beam was hid from their yiew, 
Tom sighed, but 'twas no good complaining, complain- 

ing» 

Tom sighed, but 'twas no good complaining. 

The days passed in skirmishing, jealousies, strife, 

From marriage no joy could he borrow, 
With his face to the wall, and his back to his wife. 
The nights seemed to *< mark-time" in sorrow, in sor- 
row, 
The DigbtB seemed to ^^ matk-lime" in sorrow. 
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THROW WIDE THE GATE. 

Air.— ''The Eed Crosa Knight." 

1'hrow wide the gate, the tahle spread, 

For our hardy soldiers come, 
They have fought and bled in a foreign land, 

That we may have peace at home. 
Then give the best of British cheer. 

For victory's. flag waves high. 
And we will sing, and the bells shall ring, 

And the feast eat merrily. 

Let every sire, and son attend. 

Who's proud of Briton's name, 
For our soldiers stand first on history's page, 

Defeat never dimm'd their fame. 
Then give the best of British cheer, 

For victory's flag waves high, 
And we will sing, and the bells shall ring. 

And the feast eat merrily. 

And come, ye fair ones, grace the dance, 

For the hand you then will take, 
Has grappled with the foe on the battle plain, 

For your and your country's sake. 
And give, give, your sweetest smile, 

'Twill make their hearts beat high, 
And we will sing, and the bells shall ring, 

And the feast eat merrily. 
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COMRADES, THE WORLD LOOK 

ROUND. 

Air — " Come let us dance and sing." 

s 

Comrades, tbe world look round, 
From peasant to tbe monarch crowned, 
And say, can one be found 
Exempt from pining care ? 

The merchant's life, 

With care is rife, 
The wily statesman dwells in strife. 

Place, though brief. 

Care and grief. 
Will haunt him while he's there. 
But soldiers' hearts are free 
From dull care, they live merrily, 
Sure they must happy be, 

Who're welcome to the fair. 

Man never yet began 

Life's morning's march, that little span. 

But e'er its course he'd ran, 

'Twas dimm'd with clouds of care ; 

Hopes delayed, 

Schemes betrayed. 
Time and talents ill repaid, 

Jilted too, 

'Tis nothing new, 
By the bewitching iair. 
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But soldiers' hearts are free 
From dull care, they live merrily, 
Sure they must happy be, 

Who're welcome to the fair. 

Look round the circle bright, 
Where hearts in friendship, hearts unite, 
'Say, can dull care alight, 
'Mid such a happy band ! 

No, no, the hour, 

If care has power. 
Is when the front of battle's lower, 

'Tis this, that they. 

May still leave free. 
Their loved, their native land. 
Save this, the soldier knows 
No care, but how to meet his foes ; 
Round him true friendship glows, 
And beauty's witching wand. 



WEARY UPON OUR ARMS WE LIE. 

Air.—*' Canadian Boat Song." 

Weary upon our arms we lie, 
No hope to cheer, and no succour nigh ; 
The sun shall return, but who can say 
He shall return to live throughout the day. 
Rest, comrades rest, the night's begun, 
And nothing is heard bat tihi^ T«9GL^^\si ^g;»2L« 
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Comrades in toi1| unshrinking still, 
The foe shall find us upon the hill, 
Though hope he fled> nor succour nigh. 
We'll show how free bom Britons die. 
Rest, comrades rest, midnight is past. 
And nothing is heard but the sweeping blast. 

Rest, oh, how calmly sleep the brave. 
On where, to-morrow, may be their grave- 
Though hope has fled, nor succour nigh. 
They wake to conquer or to die. 

Wake, comrades wake, that random gun 
Signals the day, and the fight's begun. 



OH, SAY NOT WOMAN'S HEART. 

Air. — " Drink to her who long/* — I. Melodies. 

Oh, say not woman's heart 

Was made for bards alone, 
Or that their magic art 

Could wake its sweetest tone. 
No, no, though harp, and song, 

Awhile her heart may move, 
To the briave alone, belong 

Dear woman's look of love. 
Then say not woman's heart 

Was made for bards alone ; 
It is the soldier's part 

To wake its Bweete^t \atv^ 
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On minstrel, maiden's eye 

Ne*er beamed with half the joy- 
As when her true love's nigh. 

And he her soldier boy. 
When from the battle plain 

He comes, released from toil, 
The soldier meets again 

Dear woman's sweetest smile* 
Then say not woman^s heart 

Was made for bards alone ; 
It is the soldier's part 

To wake its sweetest 'tone. 



THE THKONE'S SECUKE. 

Though faction rolls its troubled tide 

From Lizard to the North ; 
Though brothers fiercely brothers chide, 

And friend from friend goes forth. 
Though riven be each social tie — 

The father from his heir — 
The throne's secure from every ill — 

The patriot soldier's there. 

Though monster meetings form their ranks, 

On Tara*s hill of fame ; 
Or fierce, or sullen, tread the banks. 

Of Severn or of Thame. 
Though priests, unhallowed, lead them on, 

And demagogues deride ; 
The throne's secure— each soldier's arm, 

Shall guard it as \i\a \)t\3L<^. 
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Against sedition's false arraji 

The patriot soldiers stand, \ 
As freedom's bulwark, hope, and stay, 

In this, her native land. 
Brave, calm, and firm, mid'st party strife, 

Their loyalty is seen, 
And ever this, their rallying word, 

For country and for queen 1 
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